


mm 10 20 30 40 50 60 70 80 90 100 





110 120 



130 

II 



140 150 



160 



170 180 190 



200 



210 




220 230 240 250 260 270 280 290 




300 










'*Z0*WXaS% tf 



?&4, 




10 





40 



50 



60 




90 



Hi 




U 



*■• * 






JiaAs/U&H dfitV’ /y^- *Z- ^<*325 **•- <^h - 

toi$C -&&> J- r>* / 



* W^ -^V -W A ^ ^W" .) 

£s. /^- ■*.-*,**» ,v ^r *J%Z?Z3i 

^ ^V' J2 " ° • /./ 

^ - -tfuJWL''- 6***, 




150 160 170 180 






220 




250 260 270 280 290 



300 





10 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 



90 



100 



llll 



110 120 130 140 150 160 170 180 190 





220 



230 240 250 



260 

,1 



270 280 290 



300 




tf/tn Z/^yC&siJZr ‘ 



■£. 



U H & 

o : tf' /T, * & ■ , 



k 



THE 




CELL ENT AND 

Lamentable Tragedie, of ' 
^otneoandfuliet. 

As it hath beene fundrie times publiquely A&ed, 
by the K incs Maiefties Sealants 
ac ; the Globe. 

’ Newly corre&ed^augmented/and 
amended : 








London 

Printed for John- Smith vvi c k 5 and are to be fold 
at his Shop in Saint Dtwftanes Church-yard^ 
in Fleet eftreete vnder the Dy all. 



1609. 



il 



III! 




10 



20 



30 



40 






100 




200 



210 



220 



230 



240 



250 



illl 



260 270 280 



290 



300 






I 



I 




f I 'm houjholds both alike in dignity y 

( In fere Verona where yoe lay our Scene ) 

From auncient grudge breaks to netb mutiwe> 

Where ciuill blond makes ciuill bands lancleane: 

From forth the fat all loynes of, thefe two foes , 
v Apaire of flarr e-croft loner stake their life: 

W hofe mifaduenturd pittious ouertbro yes, 

(Doth "i ! tntb their death bury their Farents strife* 

T hefeareful pdfs age of their death-mar kt loue, • 
And the continuance of their Farent s rage , 

Which but their Childrens end nought could remoue : 
Is now the two houres traficque of our Stage, 

The ~tobich if you with patient eares attend , 

V Fhat herefhal mifle } our toile Jhall jlriue to men ft 
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the MOST EX' 

CELLENT AMD 
Lamentable Tragedie of 
Romeo and 
I vl i e r. 




£«'cTSainpfon and Gregorie, with Swords and'Butikfn , of the 
koufeof Capulet. 



L 



S Amp Grcgmc.on my word weele not carry Coles, 

Grig. No/or then wc fhould be Collycrs. 

Samp. Imeane^and we be in choller,weele draw* 

Greg. I while you liue,draw your necke out of choller* 
Samp, 1 lh'ike quickly being moued. 

Cjreg . But thou art not quickly moued to ftrike. 

Samp. A dog of the houfe of Mount ague mou es me. 

Cjreg. Tomoueis to ftirre.,and to be vahant,i$ to ft and* 
Therefore ft thou art moued tbou runftaway. 

Samp. Adog of that houfe fhall moue me to ftand; 

I will take the wall of any man ormaide of Mour.tagues. 

That ihewes rhee a weake flaue/or the vveakeft goes 
to the wall. 

Samp, Tistruc, and therefore women beingthe weaker 
vellels are euer thruft to the walhthercforel willpufh 
ugtics men from the waifand thruft his maides to the wall. 
G'^The quarrellisbetweene our mafters^andvs their men. 
SampSl is all one I will fhe w my felfe a ty rant/when I haye 
fought with themen*! will be ciuill with themaides,! will cut 
oft their heads.* 
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The mo ft lamentable Tragedie 

fjrego, The headcsof the maids. 

Samp- I the heads of the maids ,or their maidenheads^ak? 
stin what fence thou wilt. 

Greco. They muft take itfcnfe.thatfeeleit. 

Samp. Me they fhall fecle while I am able to ftand,and tis 
knowne I am a pretty pceceofflcfh. 

Greg). Tis well thou art not fifh, if thou hadft, thou hadft 
been poore Iohn:draw thy took here comes of the houfe of 
JHomttigHes* 

Enter two other ferttingmen * 

Samy My naked weapon is out,q'uarrell,I will back thee 
( 7 re.How,turne thy backe and runnel 
Samp. Feare me not. 

Gre, Nfo marrie, Ifeare thee. 

.Samp. Let vs take the Law ofour fides,let them begin; 
Gre. I will frown as I pafle by,& let them take it as they lit 
Samp, Nay as they dare, I wil bite my thumb at them, which 
■g a difgrace to them if they beare it. * 

Abra. Doc you bite your thumb at vs fir? ■ 

Samp. I doe bitemy thumb fir, 

^n*,Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Samp . Is the Law of our fide if I fay If 
Gre. N o. 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bite my thumb e at you fir;butlbite 
*ny thuinbe fir, 

Oe.Doeyou quarrel! fir? 

Abra, Quarrell fir,no fir. 

^4,But if you do fir,I am for you ,T feme as good ainaasyou, 
Abra. No better. 

Samp.\ Well fir. Enter Bemolid. 

Gre , Say better,here comes one of my Mailkrs kinsmen. 
Samp . Yes better fir. 

Abra. You lie. 

Samp.'Otiw if you be mea^regorie, remember thy walking 
blowe. They fight, 

Bem. Part fooles,putvp your fwords, you know-not what 
you do* En’- a 



* 

v > 



of%onm and Juliet; 



Enter Ttbalt, 

amongthefe hartleflehinds 



VVhat art thou drawne 
tume thee 'Betmlio , look vpon thy uwui. 

Ben. Idoebutkeepe thepeace,putvpthyfword 
or mannage it to part thefe men wirh me. 



r mannage it peu w lhv.iv invn v\n n mv* 

Ttb. VVhat drawne and talke ofpcacc^I hate the word, 
as I hate hell .all Mountagues and thee: 

Haueatthecoward, 

E nter three or foure C iti zens with clubs or party font. 

Off). Clubs, Billes and P artifons,ftrikc,beate them downs 
Downe with the Capuicts.downe with the Mountagues 
Enter c/rf’Capuktw his gowne , and his Wife. 

Ce.p’A. VVhat noyfe isthis?giuememy long fword hoe, . 

Wife, A crowch,a crowcb,w hy call yo» tor a fword? 

Cap. My fw ord J fay.old Momtague is come, 

Andflorifhes his blade in fpight of me. 

Enter old Moun tague and his wife. 

Mom, Thouvillaine Capalet,hu\d me not, let mego» - 
M .Wife. 2,. Thou fhalt not ftir onefaote tofeekeafoe. • 

Enter Prince Eskalesp vith his tratne. 

Prince. Rebellious fubiedfs enemies to peace, 
Prophanersofthis neighbour-ftainedfteele, 

\ Vill they not hearefwhat ho,you men,youbeafts: • 

That q uehch the fire of your pernicious rao-e, 

\ Vith purplefouutainesiiluing from your veines? 

On paine oftorturefrom thofe bloudy hands. 

Throw your miftempered weapons to the ground. 

And heare thefentence ofyourmoued Prince. 

I hi ee ciuill brawlesbred of an ay r rie word 

m thee old Qapulet and Alomtague, 

iiaue thrice didurbde the quiet of our ftreets, 

And made Verovas aunciem Citizens, 

Caft by their graue befeeming ornaments. 

o wield old partizans^in hands as old , 

Cano ed with peace, to part y our cancred hate. 

It cuer you dift urbe our ftreets againe. 

Your* 
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T be moft lamentable T raged'te 

Yourliues Ihallpay theforfeit of the peace. 

For this time all the reft depart away s 
You CaputetC. hall goe along with me. 

And tJVlountague come you this afternoone. 

To know our Fathers plefure in this cafe: 
To]oldFree-towne,cur common judgment placet 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart. 



ZXfK»t, 



jX 



Mom* Who fet this auncieut quarrell new abroach? 
Speake Nephew, were you by,when it began? 

Hen, Here were the feruants of your aduerfarie 
And yours dole fighting ere 1 did approach, 

I drew to part them, in the inftant came 
The fiery Tibalt , with his fword prepard. 

Which as he breath’d defiance to iny eares, 

Hefwong about his head and cut the windes, 

Who nothing hurt withall,hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchanging thrufts and blowes, 

Came more and more.and fought on part and part, 

Till the Prince came .whoparted either part. 

Wife, O where is Romeo ,faw you him to day ? 

Right glad am I, he was not at this fray. 

Hen, Madam.an home before the worfhipt Sun,’ 
Peerde forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled mind draue me to walke abroad. 

Where vnderneath the groue of Syramour, 

That Wellvvardrootethfrom this City fide: 

So early walking did I fee your fonne. 

Towards him Imade, buthewasware ofme, 

And ftole into the couert of the wood, 

I meafuring his affe&ions by my owne. 

Which then moft fought,where moft mightnQt be found: 
Being one too many by my weary felfe, 

Purfuedmy honour,notpurluing his, 

And gladly fhunned,who gladly fled from me 



Mount . Many a morning hath he there beene feene. 



With 



of^omeo and Juliet . 

With tearesaugmenting the frefh mornings dcaw^ 
Adding to cloudes,more cloudes with his deepe fighcs, 
Butallfofooneastheall cheering Sunne, 

Should in the farthcft Eaft begin to draw, 
Thelhadiecurtainesfrom Auroras bed. 

Away from light fteales home my lieauy fonne, 
Andpriuatein his Chamber pennes himfelfe. 

Shuts vp his windowes,lockes &ire day-light out,. 

And makes himfelfe an artificiail night, 
Blackeandportendous mult this humor proue, 

Vnlelle good couufellmay thecaufe remoue. 

Hen. My noble vncle doe you know thecaufe? 

Mom. I neither knowit,nor can learne of him. 

Ben. Haueyotiimportundehim byanymeanes? 

Morn, Both by my felfe and many other friends, 

But he his own affe&ions counfeller, 

Is to himfqlfefl will not fay how true) 

But to himfelfe fo fecret and fo clofe. 

So farre from founding and difcouery. 

As is the bud bit with an enuious worme, 
nre he.canfpreadhis fweeteleaues to the ayre,' 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 

Cotiid we but learne from whence his forrowes grow- 
We would as willingly giue cure, as know . 

Enter Romeo. 

Eem. See where he comes, fo pleafe vou ftep afide. 

He know, his greeuanceor be much desidc. 

Mom, I would thou wertfp happy by thy flay. 

To lieare true lhrift,come Madam lets away 

Benuol. Good morrow Coufin. 

Romeo, Is the day fo young? 

Ben. But new itrookqnmeT 

Borneo. Ay me fad hourcsTeemelon*; . ' , 

U as thatrny father that wenthence fo fkft? 

Ben- It was : what fadncSlengrlicns Romeos houres? 

B Row 
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T be r. oft lamentable T ragedie 
R«, Nothauingthat,whichhauing,makcsthemfliort, 

Ben, Inloue. 

Romeo .Out, 

Ben, Of loue. 

Rom, Out of her fauour where I am in loue, 

Be n, Alas that loue fo gentle in his view. 

Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofe. 

Romeo. Alas thatloue,whofe view is muffled ftill # 
Should without eyes.fcepathwaiesto his will: 

Where (hall wedinefO me: what fray was here? 

"Y ei tell me not/or I haue heard it all: 

Heres much to doe with hate,but more with loue: 

Why thenO brawltngloue,01ouinghate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created: 

O heauie hghtnefle,ferious vanity, 

Mifhapen Chaos of welfeeing formes, 

Feather oflead,bright fmoke,cold fier,ficke health. 

Still waking fleepe,that is not whatit is. 

This loue feele I,thatfeele fto loue in this, 

Ooefl thou not laugh? 

Ben, No Coze,l rather weepe. 

Rom, Good heart at what? 

Ben. Atthy good harts oppression. 

Romeo. Why fuchis loues tranfgrefsion. 

Gnef’es ofmine o wne lie heauie in my bread, 

Which thou wilt propagate to haueit preaft, 

With more of thine, this loue that thou haft fhowne, 
Doth ad more griefe,to too much ofmine owne. 

^ Loue is a fmoke made with thefumeoffighes, 

Being purgd,a fire fparkling in louers eyes. 

Being vext,afea nourifiitwithlouiiigteares. 

What is it elfe?amadnefte,moft diicreet, 
Achokinggalljandapreferuingfweet: 

Farewell my Coze, 

Ben.Sotc I will goe along. 

And if you leauc me fo, you doe me wrong. 



Tut 



of Borneo and luliet. 

r Tut I haue loft my felfe.I am not here^ 

This is not Romeo, hees fome other where. 

Ben Tell me infadneile, who is that you loue? 

flJ.VVhat fhalll grone and tell thee? 

^.Grone.why no:but : fadly tell me who? 

Rom. A fickc man in fadnefte makes his will: 

A word ill vrgd to one that is fo ills 
In fadnefte Cozin,l do loue a woman. 

Ben. I aymd fo neare,when I fuppofde you lou d. 

Rom. A ri°dit good marke man,and fhees faire I loue. 
Ben. A ri^ht faire marke faire Coze is fooneft hit. 

Romeo VVcll in that hit you mifle,fheel not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, (he hath Diane wit: 

And in ftrong proofe ofehaftitie well armd. 

From loues weake childifhbow fheliucs vneharmd. 

Shee will not flay the fiege of louing tearmes. 

Nor bide th’incounter of aflailing eyes* 

Nor opc her lap to fainft-feducing gold, 

O flie is rich inbeauae,onely poore. 

That when flae dies, with bcautie dies her ftore. 

Ben, Then (he hath fworne .that fhe will ftillliue chaltf 
Rom, She hath, and in that fparing,make huge waft: 

For beauty fteru'd with her feuerity. 

Cuts beauty off from all pofteritie. 

She is too faire, too wife, wifely too faire^ 

To merit blifife by making me difpaire; 

She hathforfworneto loue.andin that vow. 

Do I liue dead, that liue to tell it no w. 

Ben. Be rulde by me,forget to thmkc of her. 

Rom. O tcachmehowlfhould forget to tbinke, 

Ro. By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 

Ro. T is the way to call hcrs(excpiifit)in cjucftion more, 
Thefehappy maskesthat kifte faire Ladies browes. 

Being blacke.pu ts vsin mind they hide the faire: 

He that is ftrookenblind,cannot forget 
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T he mofi lamentable Tr age die 

The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft, 

Shew me a Miftrifte that is palTing faire, 

What doth her beamy ferue but as a note. 

Where I may read who paft that pasfing fairc: 

Farewell thou canft not teach me to forget, 

Ben . lie pay that do <ftrine,or el fe die in debt. Exeunt 

Enter Capulet,Ge»*//<?Paris,<f«d thetlortne , 

Capa. Afomtague is bound as we 1 as I, 

In penalty alike,arid tis nor hardl thinke. 

For men fo oldaswec to keepe the peace. 

Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both., 

Andpittie tisyouliu’dat odsfo long: 

But now my Lord,what fay you to my fute? 

Cap«. But faying ore whatl haue (aid before., 

My child is yet a ftranger in the world. 

Slice hath not feene the change of fourteene yeares^ 

Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a bride. 

Part. Younger then fhe,are happy mothers made, 

Capu. And too foone marda're thofjfo early made; 

Earth hath fwallowcd all my hopes but (he, 

Sheesthe hopeful! Lady of my earth. 

But wooe her gentle Pans, get her heart, 

JVly will to her confenr,is buca part. 

And (lie agree, within her fcope of choife. 

Lyes my r confent,andfaire according voice; ^ 

This night Ihold.an old accullomdfeaft. 

Whereto I haue minted many agueft, 

Such as I loue,and you among the liore, 

Q,ne more,tnoft welcomemakesmy number more; 

At my poore houfe,looke to behold this night, 

Earth treading ftarres,that make darke heauen light, 

Such comfort as do j u fty young men feele. 

When well appareld Aprill onthe heele 
Of limping winter treads, euenfiich delight 

t o 1 o 

Amoiigfreili fennellbudsfhallyou thisnight 

Inherit 




■of Borneo and Met] 

Inherit at my houle.heare all,allfce: 

And like her moft, whole merit moil fhall be; 

Which one more veiw,ofmany,minc beingone. 

May ftand in number though in reckning none. 

Come goe with rae.goc firrah trudge about. 

Through hncVeronafind thofe perfons out, 

Whofenames are written there,and to them fay. 

My houfe and welcome,ontheirpleafure ftay. 

Exit: 

Ser. Find them outwhofenamesarewritten.Hereitiswnr- 
ten.that the fhoo maker fhould meddle with his yard, and the 
tayler with hislalf, the fiber with his penfill, and the painter 
wkh his net'.But lam fent to find thofe perfons whofe names 
are here writ, and can neuer find what names the writing per- 
Ion hath here writ(I muft to the learned )in good time 
Enter Bemiolio ; <i«<? Romeo, 

Ben. Tut man one fire burnes out an others burning. 

One paine is lefned by an others anguifh; 

Turne giddic,andbe holpeby backward turning; 

One defperategreefe,cures with an others languish? 

Take thou fome new infeftion to the eye. 

And the rank poyfonof the old wil die. 

Romeo. Your Plantan leafeis excellent for that, - 
Ben. For whatl pray thee? 

Romeo, For your broken bin. 

Ben. VV h y Romeo a r 1 1 h o u 1 1 ) a d ? 

Rom. Not mad but bound more then a madman i$£ , 

Shut vp in prifon,kept without my foods, 

Whipt and tormentediand Godden good fellow, 

^rr.Godgigoden.I pray fir can you read; < 

Rom . I nunc owne fortune in my miferi e . 

Ser. Pcrhapsyou haue ieamedit without booke; • 

But I pray can you read any thing vou fee! 

Rom.lnl know the letters and die language, . 

Ser. 1 efay ho®dlly,rcft you merry. 

Rem. Stay fellow,! can read, 
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The mojl lamentable Tragedie 

S Hc rcades the Letter* 

Eignettr Martino, W his wife And daughters : Count-, Anf<-Im, 
avd. bts beamous fitters : the Lady wicUmv ofV truuio tv 
Placentio y a*dhis loucljNeeces ♦ Mercutio andhis brother \ST 
tmcim-rle vncle Capulet h,s mfe and daughters:™ f aire 

A faire aflembly, whither fliould they come? 

Ser. Vp.- 

Ro t Whither to fupper, 

Seri Toourhoufe. 

R°, VThofehoufe? 

Sen My Mailters, 

Ro, Indeede I fhould haueasktyou that before. 

S er \ Now He tell you without asking, Mymaifteristhe 
great rich Capu/et } 8c ifyou benot of the houfe of Mount am s 
1 pray come and crufhacupofwine.Reftyoumerry, * 

Ben, At this fame auncien c feail of € applets , 

Sups the i&uz Ro/aline whom thou Co loues: 

Y Vith all the admired beauties of Verona, 

Go thither and w ith vnattainted eye. 

Compare her face withfome that 1 lhall fhew. 

And I will make tlie thinke thy fwan a crow. 

Ro, When thedeuoutreligionofmineeye, 

Maintair.es fuclifalfhood,thenturne teares to fier; 

■And thefe who often dro wud,could neuer die, 
ranlpaient Hereticquesbe burn t for liers. 

One fairer then my loue?thc all feeing Sun 
Nercfaw hermatch,fincefirft the world begun, 

Ren: T utyou faw her faire none elfe feeing by, 

. Her felfe poy fde with her felfe in cither eye: 

But in that Chriitallfcalcs let there be waid, 
YourLadiesdoue agaiuft fame other maid. 

That I will fhew you fhining at thisfeaft. 

And Ihe fhall fcantiheiwwelbthat now ilievvesbeft, 
AV.Ilcgoe along no fuch fight to be fhowne. 

But 



of (Romeo and Juliet, 

But to reioyce in fplendor of mine owne. 

Enter Capulets Wife and Nurfe. 

Wife, Nurfcwher smy daughter?call her forth tome, 

Nurfc, Nw by my maidenhead, at iw clue ye are old I bad her 
comeyvhat Lambyvhat Ladu bird>Cjodfor bid , 

Whcresthis Girleiwhat Iulict, 

luliet. How now who calls? 

Nur. Tourwother. 

lulu Madam I am here, what is your will# 

Wfe. This is thematter.Nurle giueleaue a while^weemuit 
talkeinfecret.Nurfecome backeagaine, Ihauercmembred 

me, thou fe heare our counfdl.Thou knoweft my daughter s 
of a pretyage* 

Nur CeEaitb I can tell her apt vnto an houre . 

Wife Shees not fourtecne. 

'HuYic.llelayfeurteene of my teeth, and yet to mjfteene be itfpoken 7 
I haue but foure.fhees not fourteen* • 

How longis it now to Lammas tide? 

Wife , A fortnight and odde day es. 

Nurfc Euen or odd ,of all dates tn theyeare come Lammas Eueat 
night fb all ft>e befourteeneS u fa n and (he,Godresl all (fhrtfhan fouls , 
were of an ageJWeUS ufan is with God fine was to good for mee • But 
as I faid on Lammas Eue at night [hall[hee beefourteene , that [hall 
(bee marrie , I remember it well , T \s fince the Earth -quake now 
eleuenyeares^an d (he was weand I neuer [hall for get it , of all the dates 
of the ye are vpon that day : for I had then latdw orme-woodio my 
dug fitting m the S untie vnder the D one houfe wall , UUy Lord and 
you were then at Mantua^j I doe heare a hratne • But as I faide % 
when it did tajl the worm* -wood on the nipple of my Duqge 7 and— 
fc It it b ittt cr ,prettyfoole,to fee it teachte ana fall out with the 'Dvgge t 
Shake quoth the Efoue- houfejwas no neede 1 1 row to hid mee trudgei 
find (fnce that time it is a leuenycares^for then floe could fund a lone y 
naybtthrooaejhe could haue runne and wadled all about \ for emn 
the day vcforefhe broke her brow ^and then my Hufbandfiod bee with 

htS 






T he moU lamentable T rage die 

bisfoule, a was a mtnieman, tooke vp the child, yea quoth he,A« & 
th>»Wv r 'hyf^ 

wifwiitthounotl uk? ttAnd by my holy dam, the pretty wretch left 
crying , and pud 1 : to fee now how a Welcome IbJ. l„JJ, 
andtjhall hue a thou (and yeares, I tteuer [h'ould forget it : wilt thou 
not lule quoth hei and pre ttyfoole it Jhnted,andfaid l. 

Old La. Inoughofrhis,I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Tes Madam, yet 1 cannot chafe hat laugh , tothinleit 
jhould leaue crying and fay 1 : and yet I warrant it hakmon it brow a 
hompe as bigas a young Cockyels Hone ? a perilous knock , andtl cned 
bitterly, lea quoth my husband, fallfivpon thy face, thou wilt fell 
backi-ard when thou commftto age : wilt thou not Inkilt fimted end 
fatal. J 3 



lull. And flint thou too,! pray thee Nurfe/ay I. 

Nuife, Peace 1 haue done: Cjod marky thee too his grace .thouwafi 
theprettiefi babe that ere I nurfi, and I might line to fee thee wanted 
mce.lhaue mywifh. 



Old La. Marry that marry is the very theame 
I came to talke of; tell me daughter lultet, 

How (lands your difpofitions to be Married? 
lull. It isanhourethat Idreamenotof, 

Nurfe. An houre, were not \ thine onely Nurfe , I would fay the* 
hadfl fuckt wtfedomefrom thy teat. 

Old La. Well think of marriage no wronger then you 
Here in Verona ,[ adiesofefleeme, 

Are made already mothers by my count. 

I was your mother, much vpon thefeyeares 
That you are now a maide.rhus then m briefet 
i he valiant fW*/ (cekesyoufor his loue. 

urfe, A manyoung Lady, Lady fuch a man as all the world.* 

W by heesaman of w axe. 

Old La. Tjcronas Summer hath not fuch a flower, 

Nurfe. A ay hees a flower fnfatth avery flower . 

Old La. What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman? 

This night you (hall behold him at our feaft. 

Read ore the volume of young Paris face, 

And 
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Andfind delight, writ there with beauties pes* 

Examine euery feueorall liniament. 

And fee how one an other lends contents 
And what obfeurde in this faire volume lies, 

Find written in the margeant of his eyes . 

This precious booke of loue, this vmbound louerj 
To bcautifiehim, onely lacks a Couer. 
Thefifhliuesinthefea.and tis much pride 
For faire without, the faire within to hide: 

That booke in manieseyes doth (hare the glorie. 

That in gold clafpes, locks in the golden ft one: 

So lhall you fhare all that he doth poflfdTe, 

Byhauinghun, making yourfelfenolefle, 

Nurfe. No lelfe nay bigger women grow by men. 

Old La. Spcake briefly can you like of Tarts loue? 
luli. He looke to like, if looking liking moue. 

But no more deepc will I endart mine eye 

Then your content giucsflrength tOmakcfiy. Enter Strung. 

Seruing. Madam,thegueftsare come, fupper feru’d vp,you 
eald, my young Lady asktfor,theNurfecurftin the Pantrie, 
2 nd euery thing in extremitie:! mult hence to wait, Ibefeech 
youfollow ftraight. 

Mo. Wefollow thee, Juliet the Countie ftaies, 

N urfe. Goe gyrle,feeke happle nights to happic dayes. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benuolio, with $ue or fixe other- 
Cdlaslicrs, torch bearers. 

Romeo. What (hall this fpeech befpoke fo-r our excufe^ 

Or fliall wc on without apologie? . 

2e».The date is out of fuch prolixitie, 

Weele haueno C»/>»W,hudwinckt with a skarfc. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of lath, 

Skanng the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will 
Weele meafure them a meafureand be gone, 

Rom. Glue me a torch, I am not for this ambling, 

C Being 
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T he moft lamentable T ragedk 

Belngbut heauy I will bearc the light. 

Mercu Nay gentle Romeo , we mull: haue you dance. 

Ro. Not I beleeue me, yomhaue dancing fhooes 
With nimblefoles, I haueafoule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 

Msr, You. are a louer, borrow Cupids wings. 

And fore with them abouea common bound. 

Romeo, lam too fore enpcarced with his fhaft, 

To foare with his light fethers, and io bound, 
Icannotboundanitch abouedull woe, 

Vnder loues heauy burthen doe I finke. 

Horatio. And to finke in it fhould you burthen loue. 

Too great" opprefsion for a tender thing. 

Romeo, lsloueatcnderthingfitistoo rough. 

Too rude, too boyfterous,and it pricks like thorne, 

Mer- Ifloue be rough with you berough withloue 
Prick loue for pricking, and you beatloue downe, 

Giue me a cafe to put my vifagein, 

A vifor for a vifor,what care I 
What curious eye doth quote deformities: 

Here are the beetle brovves /hall blufh for me. 

Ben. Come knoclce and enter, and no fooner in. 

But euery man betakes him to his legs, 

Ro. A torch for me, let wantons light of heart 
TicklethefencelefTerulheswiththeirheelcs: 

For I am prouerbd with a graunfire Phrafe, 

He be a candle-holder and looke on. 

The game was nerefofaire, and 1 am dun. 

r Mer. Tut,duns the moufe, the Conftablesowne word 

Ifithou artdun,weele draw thee from the mire 
Or fitue you reuerence loue, wherein thou ftickeft 
Vp to the ear es,come wc burne day-light ho, 

Ro. Nay chats not fo. 

Mer. I mcanefirin delay 
We waft our lights in vaine,lights lights by day: 

Take our goodroeaning.for our Iwdgement fits, ^ 

Fiue times in that, ere once in our fine wits. 



oftymeo and luliet - 

Rt. And we meane well in going to this Maske, 

But tis no wit to go, 

Mer . VVhy may one aske? 

Rom. I dreampt a dreame to night, 
c Mer, And lo did I. 

Rom. Well what was yours? 
iMer. That dreamers often lye. . 

Ro- In bed afleepe wink they doe dreame things true, 
Mer. O thenlfee Queene Mab hath beene with you: 
Sheisthe Fairies midwife, and ftee comes infhape no bigger 
die an Agat ftone,on the forefinger of an Alderman drawne 
with a teeme of little atotnies, ouermens nofes as the) liea- 
flecpeiher waggon fpokes made of long fpmners legstthe cq- 
tierof the win|s ofgrafooppers.her traces of the fmalleft pi- 
der web her coders of the moonlhines wacry beams, her whip 
of Crickets bone, thclaihofPhilorne, her waggoner, aimall 
arav coated Gnat,not halfc fo bigge as a round little wonne, 
pnekt from the laziefingcr of a man. Her Chariot is an emp 
tieHcdclnut.madeby the loyner fquirrel or oldGrub, time 
out a mind, the Paries Coachmakersiand in this Hate Ihe gal- 
lops night by night, throgh louers brains, & then they dizain 
ofloue. On Courtiers knees, that dreame on Curfies ftrait,oie 
Lawyers fingers who ftrait dreame on fees, ore Ladies lips who 
ftraitonkifl’es dreame,which oft the angry Mab wdthbiificrs 
>lague$,becaufe their breath with fweete meats taintea are* 
Jo metime (he gallops ore a Courtiers nofe,and then dreame 
h eof fin el lin g o u c a fu te: and { o me t im e com e s ihe e w i t h a t i t h- 
pigs rale, tickling a Parlos nofeas aliesaileepe^he he dreams 
of another Benefice. Somtime ihe driueth ore a fouldiers neck, 
and t’nendreames he ol {cutting forraine throats„oi breach^, 
ambufcado$,fpaniihblades:Of healths fiuefadome deepe, cc 
then anon drums in his care, at which he ftartes and wakes, & 
being thus frighted, fweares a prayer or two & fleepes againe: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the 
nighttand bakes the Elklocks infoule fluttilh haires, which 
once vntangled, much misfortune bodes* 
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This is the hag, when maides lie on their backs," 

That prefies them, andlearnes them firft to bearc 
Making them women of good carriage: 

This isJhe. ° 

Romeo, Peace,peace, Mercutio peace,, 

Thou calkftof nothings 
Merc. True, Itaike of dreames: 

W hich are the children of an idle braine. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie: 

V Vh ich is as thin of fubffance as the ayre, 

A nd more inconftant then the wind, who wooes 

i.uen now the frozen bofomeot the North: 

And being angerd puffes away from thence. 

Turning his fide to the dew dropping South. 

, Ben. This wind you talkeofblowcs vs from our felues'. 
Supper is done, and we fhall come too late. 

■Ro. I feare too early, formy niindmifgnies. 

Si me eonfequenceyet iiangingin the (tarres, 

Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 

V Vith this nights reuels,and expire the terms 
Of a defpifed lifeclofdein my breif: 

By fome vile forfeit of'vntimely death. 

But he that hath the fiirrage of my courfe, 

Direft my fine; on luff ie Gentlemen. 

"Ben. Strike Drum. 

7” hey march about the Stage , and Seruingmen come forth with: 
napkins-, 

Enter Romeo. 

Ser. VVheres Potpan that hehelpes not to takeaway? 

He ilfift a trencher, he ferape a trencher#, 

r« VV hen good manners fhall lie all in one or tworoens 
hands, and they vnwaiht too, tis afoule thing. 

^ Ser. Away with theioynftooles,remoue the Courtcubbcrt, 
lOoke to the plate , good thou , fane mee a pcece of March- 
pane, and as thou lories mee, let the porter let in SnJanGnnd- 
Jtone,and NelL Anthom and Potpan , 

s. I boy 
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s!r! Y°oVSlooktfor,ani cald for.askt for,' and fought for 

^WrcTnniXhweand there too,chearely boyes. 

Be brisk a while, and the longer liuer take all. 

Exeunt « 

Enter all theguefl sand gentlewomen to the 

Maskers. 

t Cam, Welcome gentlemen, Ladies thathaue their toes 
Vnplagued with Comes, will walke about with you; 

Ah my Aliftrefles, which of you all 

Will now deny to dance,fhethat makesdainty, 

Shelle fwearehath Cornes:am I come nearcye now? 

Welcome Gentlemen , I hau e fecne the day 
That I hauc wome a vifor and could tell 
A whifpenng tale in afaire Ladies eate: 

Such as would p!eafe:tis gone,tis gone,tis gone. 

You are welcome gentlemen, come Mufitians play; 

Muficke plates, and they dance , 

A hall.ahall, giueroome,andfoote itgirlcs,. 

More light you knaues,and turne the tables vp .* 

And quench the fier^theroome isgrownetoohoto- 
Ah firrah.this vnloolct for fpor t comes well: 

Nay fit,nay fit, good Cozm Capulct, 

F or you and I are pall: our dauncing daies; 

FIo,v longift now fincelaftyourfelfe andl 
Werein'a maske? 

2 . Capu. Berlady thirty yeares* 
t .Capa. Whatman tisriocfo much,tisnotfo mnehj, 
Tisfince the nuptiall of Lndentio, 

Come Pemycofi as quickly as it will. 

Some hue and twenty yeares,and then we'maskt. 

3 . Capu. Tis more, tis more, hrs fonne is elder fir: 

His fonne is thirty, 
i.O/w. Will you tell me that? 

His fonne was but a ward two yeares agoe. 

C 3 Romeo, VI h^t' 
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T be mofi lamentable T rage die 

Ro. What Ladie is that which doth in rich the hand 
Ofyonder Knight? 

Ser, I know not fir. 

Ro, O lhedoth teach the torchesto burne bright; 

It feemes /he hangs vpon thechecke of night, 

As a rich Iewclin amEthiops eare, 

Beauty too rich for vfe,for earth too deare: 

So lhewes a fno wie Doue trooping with Crowes,' 

As yonder Lady ore her fellowes fhowesj 
The meafurc done, He watch her place of ftand. 

And touching hers,make blefledmy rude hand. 

Did my heart loue till now,forfweate it fight. 

For I nere faw true beauty till this night. 

2" r b. This by his voice, fhould be a Mount ague. 

Fetch me my Ilapicr boy, what dares the flaue 
Come hetber couerd wit h an antique face. 

To fkere and fcorneat ourfolemnitie? 
blow by the ftockeand honour of my kin, 

To fluke him dead 1 hold it not a fin, 

Capa, Why howinow kinsman wherefore ftormeyoufo? 
Tib. Vncle this is a Momt.ioue our foe: 

A villaine that is hither come in fpighr, 

To fcorneat ourfolemnitie this night. 

Cap ft, Young/fo^ccis it, 

Tib. Tis he, that villaine Romeo. 

Cap ti. Content thee gentle Cozedet him alone, 

A beareshim like a portly Gentleman: 

And to fay truth gjerona brags ofhim, 

Tobe avertuousandwellgouernd youth, 

1 would not for the Wei th of all this townc, 

Herein my houfedoehimdifparagement: 

Therefore be patient , take no note of him, 

It is my will, the which if thou refpeft, 

Shcwa faire prefence, and put ofifthefefrownes. 

An ill befeeming femblancefor a feaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a villaine isa gueft, 
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of (Romeo and luliet: 

lie not endure him. 

r aP H. lie (hall be endured. 

What goodmanboy,lfay hefhall,go too, 

Amlthemaifterhereoryoiifgotoo , 

Youle not endure him, God (hall mend my foule, 

Youle make a'mutime among my gue its: 
you will fet cock a hoope,y oule be the man, 

Ti. Why vnclc,tisafhame. 

Capa . Gotoojgotoo, _ 

You are a fawcyboy,iftfo indeed? 

This tricke may chance to fcatli you I know what , 

You muft contrary me , marry us time, 

VVell (aid my hearts, you are a princox, goe. 

Be quiet, or more light,tnore light for ihame, 

Ilemake you quiet (what) chearely my hearts. 

Ti. Patience perforce, with wiilfull choler meeting. 

Makes my flefii tremble in t heir different greeting: 

I will w ithdra w but this int rufion fhal 

Now feemingfweete,conuert to bitter gall. Exit , 

Ro . If I prophane with my vnworthieft hand. 

This holy ihrine, the gentle finis this, < 

JVlv lips two blufhing Pylgrims did ready ftand. 

To fmooth that rough touch with atender kille. 

In. GoodPilgrime you do wrong your hand too much 
Which mannerly deuotion lhewes in this. 

For faints haue hands,that Pilgrims hands doe tuch. 

And palmeto palmeis holy Palmers kiffe, 

Ro. Haue not Saints lips and holy Palmers too? 
lali. 1 Pilgtim,iips that they muft vfe in prayer. 

Rom. OthendeareSaint,letlipsdoewhatbandsdoe, 
They pray (grant thou)leaft faith turne to difpaire, 
la. Saints doe not moue, though grantfor prayers fake. 
Ro, I hen mouenotwhile my prayerseffett Itake, 

Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purgd, 
la. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tookc. 

Ro, Sin from my iips,0 trefpas fweetly vrgd: 

Giuc 
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T be mofl lamentable Tragedie 

Glue me my fm againe. 

Mi. You kiffeoith book e, 

Nur. Madamyour mother crauesa Word with vou*' 

Rom. What is her mother* 

Nurf. Marrie Batcheler, 

Her mother is the Lady of the ho ufe. 

And a good Ladie, and a wife and vertuous, 

I Nurft her daughter that you talkt withall: 

I tell you, he that can lay hold of her, 

Shall haue the chincks, 

Rom, Is Hie a Caiulet? 

Odeareaccountl my life is tny foes debc. 

’Ben. Away, begone, thefport is at the beft. 

Rom. 1 fo 1 fears, the more is my vnreft. 

(fapu. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone^ 

We haue a trifling foolifh banquet towards; 

Isitenefo i why thenl thanke you all. 

Ichankeyou honeft gentlemen, goodnight; 

Moretorches here, come on, then lets to bed. 

Ah firrah, by my faie it waxes late, 

Jle tomy reft. 

/«//. Come hither Nurfe, what is yond gentleman? 

Nurf. The fonne and heire of old Tjberto. 

lulu Whats he that now is going outof dooref 

Nur. Marrie that IchinkebeyoungP*tm:,&». 

luli. Whats he that follows here that would not dance? 

Nurf. I know not. 

lult. Go aske his name, if he be married, 

„ My graueis like to be my wedding bed, 

Nurf. His name is Romeo, and a Mount ?gue t 
The onely fonne ofyour great enejnie, 

lul. My onely loue fprung from my onely hate. 

Too early feene,vnknovvne, and knowne too late. 
Prodigious birth of loue it is to mee, 

That lmuftloue a loathed enemie. 

Nurf VVhats tis; whats tis? 

lulu A 



of^omeo and Iuliet. 

In. A rime I learnt eucn now 

Of one I danft withall. 

One cals within Iuliet. 

Nurfe. Anon,anon: 

Comelets away, the ftrangers all are gone. 

Exeunt. 

Chorus. 

Now old delire doth in his deathbed lie. 

And yongaffe&ion gapes to be his heire 

That faite for which loue gron’de for and would die, 

VVith tender /«/«?: matchtps now notfaire. 

Now Romeo is beloued, and loues againe, 

A like bewitched by the charme of lookes: 

But to his foe fuppofde he mult complaine. 

And (he fleale loues fweet bait from fearefull hookes: 

Being held afoe,he may not haue accefte 
T o breath fuch vo wes as louers vfe to fweare. 

And Ihe as much in loue, her mcancsmuch Idle, 

To meetc her new beloued any where; 

But pafsionlcnds them Power, time meanes to meete, 
Tempringextremities with extreamc fweete. 

Enter Romeo alone. 

Rom. Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 

Turne backe dull earth and find thy Center out. 

Enter B enuo 1 i o y with Mer c u ti o , 

Ben, Romeo y m\ Cozen Romeo fomes . 

Mer.hieis wife,& onmy lifehath ftolne himhome to bed, 
Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall, 

Cal 1 good Mercutio: 

Nay lleconiuretoo. 

Mer, ^»s«,humours,madman,pafsionlouer, 
AppearethoumthelikenefTeofafigh, 

opeake but one rimeand I am fatisfied: 

Spe | lt ^ i n,c ’P r ” uaunt >butloue and day. 
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Pea ve to my go (hip Venus one faire word, 

Une nicknam ^ox h er purblind fonne and her, 
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The moft lamentable Tragedk 

Young AbrahamiCupid he that (hot fo true, 

W hen King Cophetua lou’d the begger maid, 
Heheareth not, he ftriueth not,he moueth not, 

The ape is dead, and I muft conxurc him, 

I coniure the by Rofaltnes bright eyes. 

By her high forehead, and her Scarlet lip, 

By her finefoote,ftraight leg,and quiuering thigh," 
And the demeanes, that there adiacenr lie. 

That in thy likenefle thou appeare to vs, 

Ben. Andif he hearc thee thou wilt anger him, 

Mer. This cannotanger him,t’would anger him 
T o raife a fpirit in his millrcffe circle, 

Offomeftrange nature, letting it there (land 
Till die had laideit,and coniured it downe, 

That were fome fpight. 

My inuocationis faire and honeft,and in his miftred'e 
X coniure oncly but to laife vp him, 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees 
T o beconforted with the humetous night: 

Blind is his loue,and beft behts the darke. 

Mer- Jfloue be blind, loue cannot hit the marke^ 
Now will he fitvndera Medlertree, 

And wifh his miftrefle were that kind of fruite. 

As tnaides call Medlers when they laugh alone, 

O Romeo that (he were,0 that (he. were 
An open, or thou a Poprin Peare. 

Romeo goodnight lie to my truccle bed. 

This field-bed is to cold for me to fleepe^ 

Come (hall we goe? 

c Ben , Go then, for tisin vaineto feekehim here 
Thatmeanes not to be found. 

Ro. Heieafhatfcarresthat neuer felt a wound, 
Butfoft,whatlight through yonder windowe breaks? 
3 1 is the Eaft,and Juliet is the Sunne. 

A rife faire Sun and kill the enuious Moone, 

"Who is already licke and pale with griefe. 
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Thatthou her maid art far more faire then (her 
Be not her maid fi nee (he i s enuio u s. 

Her veftal liuery is but ficke and greene, 
Andnonebutfoolesdoe weareit,caft it off* 

Itis my Lady,0 itis my loue,0 that (he ktie w(he were, 
Shefpeakesyet (hefayesnothing,whatof that? 
Hereyedifcourfes,I will anfwere it: 

I am too bold tis not to me (he fpeakes: 

T wo oft he faireft (larres in all theheauen, 

Hauing fome bufines do entreat her eyes. 

To twinckle in their lpheres till they returne, 

Whatif her eyes were there, they in her head. 

The brightnelTc of her cheeke \Vould fhamethofcflarres, 

As day-light doth alampe,her iyeinheauen. 

Would through the ay rie region If reame fo bright. 

That birds would ling ,and t hinke it were not night: 

See how lhe leanes her cheeke vpon her hand, 
Othatlwcrcaglouevpon that hand, 

Thatlmighttouch that cheeke. 
lull. Ay me 
Rom. She fpcalces. 

Oh fpeake againe bright angell, for thou art 
Asgloriouscochis night being oremy head. 

As is a winged meffenger ofheauen 
Vnto the white vpturned wondring eyes, 

Otmortalls that fall backc to gaze on him. 

When he beflridcs the lazie puffing Cloudes^ 

And fades vpon the bofome of the ayre. 

tuli. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo ? 

Denie thy father and refufe thy name: 
j!.™ wiltnot.be but fwornemy loue, 

Andsle no longer be a Cajulet , 

Rom, Shall 1 hearemore,or(hall I fpeake at this? 
ih. Tis but thy name that is my enemy: 
fhouart thy felfe, though not a Mount *gue, 
iats Moimtague ?it is nor hand nor fooce, 
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Nor arme nor face,Q be Tome other name 
Bclo nging to a man. 

V ’/hat s in a name that which we call a rofe. 

By any otherw ord would fmell as fvveete. 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cald, 

Retaine thatdcare perfection which he owes^. 

V V lthout thatticle./fcweo doffe thy name. 

And for thy name which is no part ofthee. 

Take all myfelfe. 

Ro, I take thee at thy word: 

Gail me but loue,and lie be new baptizde. 

Hence forth I nc tier will be Rome a. 

Suit. What m m arc thou, that thus bsfcrecnd in night* 
So flumbleft on my counfell? 

Ro. Byaname.lknow nor how to tell thee who I amt 
My name deare faint,isiiatefull to my feife, . 

Becaufe it is an enemy to thee, 

jHadl it written,! would tearethe word, 

luli. My eares hav eyetnot drunke a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vttering,yetl know the lo’.tnd. 

Art thou not Romeo a Alountagnei 

Rom. Neither faire maide,if either thee diflike. 

In. How camell thou hither, tell me,and wherefore?. 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe, 

And the place death, oonftdering who thou art 
Ifany of my kinfmen find thee here, 

Ro. With loues light wings did I oreperch thefe wall% 
For ftony limics-cannot hold !oue out. 

And what loue cando,that dares loue attempt: 

" Therefore thy kmfenen are no flop to me. 

In. If they do fee thee, they will murtherthee, ■ 

Ro. Alacke there lies more periil in thineeye. 

Then twenty oftheir fwords,iooke thou btitfweete, . 

And lam proefeagainii their enmity. 

In. 1 would not for the world they faw thee here, 

forth I 



of Borneo and Juliet : 

vm I haue nights cloaketohidemefrotn their eyes 
And but thou loueme,let them find me here, 

Mv life were better ended by their hate, 

Ro By loue that hr ft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me counfell, and 1 lent hint? eyes: 

I am noPylot,yet wert thou as far 

As chat vail fhorewafliet with thefartneit lea, 

I flrould aduenture forfuch marchandife 

iuli, T hou knoweit the maske of night is on my face* ■ 
Eltewould l maiden blufh bepamt my cheekc, 
for that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night, 

P aine would I dwell onforme,tame,faine,dcnic- 
W hat 1 haue fpoke,but farewell complement. 

Doeft thou loue rne?l know thou wilt fay I : 

And I will take thy word.yetif thou fwearft. 

Thou maieft prouefalfe,at louersperiuries 
1 hey fay loue laughs,oh gentle Romeo , 

If thou doft loue, pronounce it faithfully t 
Or if thou thinkeltl am too quickly wonne, 
llefrowne and beperuerfe,andfay thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooe, but elfc not for the world. 

In frnfli fairp R4auvitd.otie l am tOO fondc 



Buttruft meGentleman,lle proue more true. 

Then thofethat haue toying to be ftrange, 

I fhould haue beene more ftrange,! muft confefTe s , 

But that thou ouer heardfterel was ware 
My truelouepaision,therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this veelding to light loue. 

Which the darke night hath fo difeouered. 

Rom. Lady ,by y onder bkfled Moone I .vow, 

That tips with filuer ail thefe fiuitc tree tops; 

I». Ofwearenot by the Moone th’inconftant Moone, . 
Thatmonethly changes in hes circled erbe, 

D 3 ‘ Leaf! 
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T be mojl lamentable Tragedy 

Lcafl: that thy loue proue Iikewife variable 
Rom. What fhail I fwearc by? 

Ihli. Doncrtfweareatall: 

Orifjo.wikfweare by thy gratious felfe. 

Which is the god of my Idolatry 
And lie beleeue thee. 

Ro. If my hearts deareloue, 

/#. Well doe not fwearc,althoughIioy in the# 

J haue no loy of this contra# to night. 

It is too rafh.too vnaduifde,too fudden, 

Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to bee 
Ere, one can fay,it lightens, fweete goodnight: 

This bud ofloue by Summers ripening breath, 

^lay proue a beautious flower when next wemeete" 1 
G oodnigKr,goodnight,as fweete repofeand reft, * 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breft. 

Ro. O wilt thou leaue mefovnfatisfied* 

Iu t What fatisfaftioncanft thou haue to night? 

Ro. Th’exchange 6f thy loues faithfullvo w for mine. 
la. Igaue thee minedefore thou didft requeftit: 

And yet 1 wouldit were to giue againe.';, 

Ro. Wouldft thou withdraw it, for what purpofe loue? 
Ju. But to be franke and giue it thee againe. 

And yet I wifh but for the thing I haue, 

JVly bounty is as boundlefTe as'the fea. 

My loueasdeepe,themoreIgiuetothcc 
The more I haue,for both are infinite* 

I heare fon^e noy fewithin.deare loue adue: 

Anon good Nurfe, fweete C EVRountague be true; 

Stay but alittle,I will come againe. 

Ro. O blefiedhlefted night,Iamafeard 
Being in nigh t,all this is but a dreame. 

Too flatteripgfweettobefubftantiall. 

Ih. Three words dearc Romeo,a nd goodnight indeed, 
Ifthat thy ben t ofioue be honorable, 

Thy purpofe marriage, fend me word to morrow, 
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of^omeo and luliet. 

By one that ile procure to come to thee, . 

Where and what time thou wilt performc the right. 

And all my fortunes at thy foote He lay, 

Andfollo w thee my L.throughout the world. Madam, 

Icome,anon:but if thou meaneft not well, 

Idoebefeech thee (by and by I come) Madam, 

To ceafe thy ftrife,and leaue me to my griefe, 

Tomorrow will 1 fend. 

/to Sothriuemy foule. 

In, A thoufand times goodnight. 

Ro. A thoufand times the worfe t© want thy light, 

Loue a oes toward loue as fchooleboyes from their Sookes 
But loue from loue, toward fchoole with heauy lookes. 

Enter luliet againe. 
la. Hiftf?»wwhift,Oforafalkners voice, 

To lure this T aflell gentle backe againe. 

Bondage is hoavfe,and may not fpeake aloude,' 

Elfe would 1 tcare the Caue where Eccho lies. 

And make her ayry tongue more hoarfe,then 
With repetition of my Romeo , 

Ro. Itis my foule that calls vpon my name." 

How filuerfvreet.foundlouers ronguesby night, 

Likefofteft Muficke to attending cares. 

In. Romeo. 

Rom. MyNeece. 
hi. What a clock to morrow 
Shall I fend to thee? 

Ro, Byrhehoureof nine. 

hit. 1 will not fade, tis twenty yeares till then, 

Ihaueforgot whyl did call thee backe, 

Ro. Let’me ftand here till thou remember it. 
h.li. I /hall forget, to haue the ftill ftand there, 
Rcmembringhow I loue thy company. 

Ro- And lie ftill flay, to haue thee ftiil forget. 

Forgetting any other home but this. 

hh. Tisalmoft morning.I would haue thee gone^ 

And yet no farther then a wantons bird. That 









T he moH la mentahle T ragedie 

That lets it hop a little from his hand. 

Like a poore prifoner in his twilled giues.’ 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe^ 

So louing Iealous of his liberty. 

Rom.l would I were (hy bird. 
la, Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much chcr jfhing: 

Good night, good night. 

Ro, Parting isfuch iweeteforrow. 

That I {hall fay goodnight.till it be morrow. 

Ih. Sleepe cl well vpon thine eyes, peace in thy breaft. 

Rom. Would I wercfleepe and peace fofwcete to red 

The gray eydemornc fmiles on the frowning night. 
Checkring the Eaftcrne Clouds with flreakes ©flight 
And darkncflefteckeld like a drunkard reeles, ° * 
From forth davespathway,madeby Titans wheeles 
Hence will 1 to my ghoflly Friers clofe cell. 

His helpe to craue,and my dearehap to tell. 

Exit, 

Enter Frier alone with a basket. 

Fri. Thegrcyeydemorne fmiles onthefrownin°-ni?ht 
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with ftrcdks of light; ° 
And fleckeld darknefle like a drunkard reeles , 

F rom torch daies path.and Titans burning wheeles: 

Now ere the Sun aduance his burning eve. 

The day to cheere, and nights dankedew to dry, 

3 mull vpfill this offer cage of ours. 

With balefull weedes.and precious iuicedflowers,,' 

The ear th that’ s natures mother is her toinbe, 

AWhat is her burying graue^hatislier wombe: 

And from her wombe children ofdmerskind 
V Vc fucking on her naturall bofomc find; 

Many for many vertues excellent: 

None but for feme, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerfull grace that lies 
In Plants, h.earbs,ftones, and their true qualities: 

For 



of Borneo and lulled 

For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth line," 

But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth giue: ' 

Nor ou^htfo good,but llraind from that faire vfe 4 
Reuoltslfrom true birth,ftumbling on abufe. 

Vertue itfelfe turnes vice being mifapplied. 

And vice fomednic by adtion dignified. 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the infant rinde of this weake flower 
Povfon hath refidence, and medicine power: 

For this being fmclt-with that part,cheares each part, 

Being tailed flayesall fence with the heart. 

Twofuchoppofed Kings encampe them Hill, 

Inman as well as hearbes, grace and rude will: 

And where the worfer is predominant. 

Full foone the Canker death eates vp that Plant. 

Ro: Good morrow father. 

Fr. Benedicite, 

What early tongue fo fweete faluteth me# 

Youngfonne,it argues a diftemperedhed, 

Sofoone to bid goodmorrow to thy bed: 

Care keepes his watch in euery old mans eye. 

And where Care lodges,fleepe will neuer lye: 

•But where vnbrufed youth with vnftufc braine 
Doth couch hislimsjthcre golden fleepe doth raigtt s 
Therefore thy earlinelTe doth me aflure. 

Thou art vproufd with fome diftemprature: 

Or if not fo,then here I hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night. 

Ro, Thatlaflis true, the Tweeter reft was mine* 

• Fn. God pardon fln,waft thou with Rofalme? 

T u^c Ro / alwe >my ghoflly father no, 

1 haue forgot that name,and that names woe. 

i-ri. Thats my goodfon, but where haft thou beene then? 
Ro. lie tell thee ere thou aske it me agen: 
liaue beene feaftmg with mine enemie, 

V V her on a fudden one hath wo nn ded me: 

£ Thats 
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T be moU lumen tubleT ragedte 

Th at s by me w ounded.bo th our remedies 
Within thy helpeand holy phificke Ucs: 

1 beare no hatred blcftcd manjfor loe 
My intercesfion likewtfc heads my foe, 

Fri. Be plainegood fonne and homely in thy drift 
Ridling confesfion, Andes but ridling flirift. 

Rem. Then plainely know my harts deareloueis fet 
On the faire daughter of rich Capulet: 

As mine on hers,fo hers is fet on mine 
And all conibind,faue what thou muff combine 
By holy marriage: when and where,and how, 

V Ve met, we wooed,and made exchan ge of vow{ 

He tell thee as we pafle,but this I pray. 

That thou confcn c to marrie vs to day, 

Fri, Holy S, Francis what a change is here? 

Is Rofalme that thou didft lone fo deare, 

So foone forfaken’y oung mens loue then lies 
Not truely in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Iefu UMaria,whata deale of brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofalme? 

How much fait water thrownc away in waft, 
Tofeafonloue thatofitdothnottaft. 

The Sun not yet thy fighes,fromheauen cleares 
T hy old grones y et ringing in my auncient eares: 
loherevpon thycheeketheftainedoth fit, 

Of an old teare that is not waiht offyet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe,and thefe woes thine^ 

Thou and theie woes, were all iot Rofalme. 

Andart thou chang’d/pronounce this fentence then^ 
Women may fall, when thers no ftrengthinmen. 

Ro , Thou chidft me oft for \ou\og Rofalme. 

Fri. Fordoting.not for louingpupiil mine. 

Ro. And badft me bury loue. 

Fri t Notinagrifue, 

Tolayonein, another out tohaue. 

Ro. Ipray theechid<ynenot,her Ilouenow 



Doth 



of Borneo and Iuliet. 

Doth grace for grace,and loue for loue alow: 

The other did not fo. 

Fri, Oihe knew well,’ 

Thy loue did read by rote, that could not fpcll: 

But come young wauerer,comegoe with me. 

In one refpedl He thy aflillant be: 

For this alliance may fo happy prouc. 

To turneyour houiholds rancor to pure loue. 

Rom, O let vs hence, I ftand on fudden haft, 

Fri, Wifely and flow,they ftumble that run faft. 

Exeunt', 

Enter Benuolio <?#dMercutio. 

Merc, Where the deu’le fhould this Romeo be? came hcc not 
home to night? 

Ben. Not to his fathers,I fpoke with his man, 
yJ/er.Why that fame pale hard hearted wench, that Rofalme 
Torments him fo,that he will fure run mad, 

Ben. T ibalt , the kinfman to old Gy*/ef,hath fent a letter to 
his fathers houfe, 

Mer, Achallengeon my life* 

*Ben: Romeo will anfwere it, 

Mer , Any man that can write may anfwere a letter,' 

^4f». Nay,he will anfwere the letters maifter how he dares 
being dared. 

Utter, Alas poor c Romeo Jiee is already dead, ftabd with a 
white wenches blacke eye.runne through the eare with a loue 
Jong the very pinne of his heart , cleft with the blinde 
bowe-boycs but-lhaft, and is hee a man to encounter Ti~ 

Ro w, Why what isTifah* 

“e tb ^ n ^ >r ‘ nc c ofCats.Oh hees thecouragiouscap - 

S£ri kmcnail “ l 15 fi “S pnckfo„g,l<cep s 
& the third C P ro P°!. ,:ion >^ crc ^ s his minum refts,one two 

fdualift I d u 7a Ur b ° foir ; eUhe VCf y butcher of a fill <e button 
firn- a „?r!i a ^ e ? t 5 man °f the very firft houfe of the 
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The moft. lamentable Tragedie 

aieiTo,the Hay. 

Ben, The what? 

^ The Pox of fuch antique lifping affeftingphantj 
cieSjthefe new tuners of accent j by Iefu a very -oodblal 
very tali man, a very good whore. W hy is not this a lair , cm 
ble thin- grandfir that we fhould be thus affixed with til 
Wefiies:thefe fafhi on mongers , thefepardon mces , vh ‘ 
ftand fo much on thenew forme, that they can not fi 

eafeen theold bench. G their bones,their bones. 

Enter Romeo. 

'Ben. Here comes Romes, here conies Romeo. 

Mer , Without his Roc, likea drycd Herin- O flefh M 
how art thou fafcified* now is hefor the nubcfs that Petrarch 
flowed in: Laura to his Lady, was a kitchin wench, marrie (lie 
hada better lone to berime her: Dido a dowdie, Cleopatra 
Gipfie, Hellen and Hero, hildings and harlots: T&isbJiom 
eieorfo but not to the purpofe. Sigmot Romeo Ben Unrjm 
a f renchfa uwtion to your french flop.-yougaue vs thecoun- 
terfeit rairely Jau night. 

Rom. Good morrow to you both , what countcrfcitdidl 
giue you? 

JWer. The flip fir, the flip, ean you not conceiue? 

Romeo. Pardon good Mercutio . } my bufinelle was great, 2nd 
in fucha cafe as mine, a man may ftrame curtefie. 

Mer, T hats as much -as to fay , fuch a cafe as yours con* 
foams a man fo bowin the hams. 

Romeo.M eaning to curfie. 

Mer. Thou haft molt kindly hit if* 

Rom. Amoftcurteouscxpofition. 

Mer. Nay I am the very pincke of curtefiej 

Romeo, p mck for flower. 

Mer. Right, 

Rom. Why then is my pump well flowerd, 

<JMer. Sure wit, follow me this ieaft , now till thou haft 
worne out thy pump, that when the Angle foie of it is worne> 
dieieaftmay renaaine after the wearing, foly Angular. 



of (Romeo and luliet, 

R 0 O fin-le folde ieaft , foly Angular for the AngleneiTe, 
Mer. Come between® vs good Bemoliojay ;wits fain ts* 

Ro. Swits and fpurs, fvyits and fpurs ,cr ile crie a match, 

Mer. Nay, if our wits run the wild goofe chafe, I am done; 
For thou half more of the wild goofe in one of thy wits, then 
I am Cure I haue in my whole flue. Was I with you there for 

^aTtIiou waft neuer with mee for any thing?, when thou 
Waft not there for the goofe, 

Mer, I will bite thee by the eare for that ieaft. 

Ro. Nay good goofe bite noo 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter fweting.itis a moft lharp fawce^ • 
Ro. And isit not well feru’d in to a fweet goofe? 

Mer. Oh here’s a wit of Chcuerell, that ftretches Roman 
ynch narro w, to an ell broad, 

Ro . I ftretch it out for that word, broad,which added to the 
goofe, proues theefarre and wide.abroad goofe, 

Mer. V V by is not this better now, then groningfor Ioue, 
now art thou fbciable,tio wart thou Romeo mow attthou what 
thou art ,by art as wellasby nature, for this driuelingloueis 
like a great Naturall , that runs lolling.vp and downe to hide 
his bableinahole, 

Ben. Stop there, ftop there, 

Mer. Thoudefireft me to ftop in my tale againft the haire, 
Ben , Thou wouldft elfe haue made thy tale large, 

O thou art deceiu’d,I would haue madeit fhcrt.for I 
was come to the whole depth of my tale,and meant indeed to 
occupie the argument no longer. 

Ro. Heres goodly geare. Enter Nurfe and her man, 

A iayle, afayle . \ 

Mer .Twojtwo, a fhirt and a fmocke. 

Nur, Peter ; 

1 peter . Anon, 

AVvMy fan Peter l 

Mer. Good Peter to hide herfacc, for her fans the fairer face! 
Piurfi God ye good morro w Gentlemen. 

E 3 Mer . God 
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T he mofi lamentable T ragedU 

Mer God ye goodenfaire Gentlewoman*' 

N ur+ Is it good den? 

Mer. Tis no lefle I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dvall 
is now vpon the pricke of noone, ' au 

N«r. Outvponyou.whatamanarcyou? 

Ro. One Gentle woma,that God hath made, himfelfe to mar 
Nur. By my troth itis well faid, for himfelfe to mar quatha* 
getleme ca any of you tel me wherl may find theyong^w 
Ro. I can tell you, but young Romeo will be older when you 
haue found him, then he was whenyou foughthim • I arrithf 
youngefl of that name, for fault of a worfe,° n3,latnthc 
Nar. You fay well, 

Mer. Yea. is the worll wel.verywel took,ifaith,wif ly, wifely.' 
Nar.If you be he fir,I defire fomc confidence with you, * 
*Ben. She will endite him tofome fupper. 

Mer . Abaud,abaud,abaud,Soho, 

Ro. What hail thou found? 

Mer. No' hare fir, vnlcffe a hare fir inalentenpie, thatis 
fomething flale and hoare ereit be fpent. 

An old hare hoare, and an old hare hoare is very good meat in 
lenr* 

But a hare that is horeistoomuchforafcore,whenithorcs 
ereit be fpent, 

Romeo will you come to your fathers ? weele to dinner thither. 
Ro. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell auncient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady,’ 

‘ Exeunt. 

N ter. 1 pray you fir,what faweie merchant was this that was 
fo full of hisroperie? 

- Romeo , A Gentleman Nurfe , that loues to heare himfelfe 
talke.and willfpeake more in a minute, thenhewillftandto 
inamoneth. 

N#r. And a tpeake any thing againftme,Ile take him down, 
and a wereluftier then he is, and twentie fuch lacks s and if I 
cannot,ilefindethofe that fhall : feuruie knaue, I am none 
of his flurt gilsjlamnone of hisskaines matcs,and thou mull 

fland 



ofd{omeo and lulieti 

{land by too and fuffer euery knaue to vfemee at his plca- 

^Pet, I faw no man vfeyou at his pleafurefif I had,my wea- 
pon lhould quickly haue been out,I warrant you, I dare draw 
alfooneas another man,ifl fee occafion in a good quarrell, and 
the law on my fide. 

iV#r.NowaforeGod, I am fovext, that euery part about 
me qiiiuers,skuruy knaue : pray you fir a word : and as I told 
you, my young Lady bidme enquire you out, what fhe bid me 
fay ,1 will keepe tomy felfetbutfirft let me tell ye, if ye ftiould 
leade her in a fooles paradife, as they fay it were a very grofle 
kind of behauiour as they bay :for the Gentlewoman is yong: 
an d therefore, if you lhould deale double with her, truelyit 
were an ill thing to be offered to any Gentlewoman,and very 
weake dealing. 

Rom. Nurfe commend me to thy Lady and MiflrifT^I pro- 
teft vnro thee* 

N«r, Good heart,and yfaith I will tell her as much: Lord,’ 
Lord fhe will bee a ioy full woman . 

Ro. What wilt thou tell her Nurfe? thou doeftnotmarke 
me? 

N«r. I will tell her fir, that you doe protsfl, which as I take 
it,is a Gentlemanlike offer, (noone, 

Rom. Bid her deuifefomemeanes to Come to ffarift thisaftet- 
And there fhe fhall at F rier Lawrence Cell 
Be fhriued andmarriedihere is for thy paines* 

N»n No truly fir not a penny* 

Rom, Go too,l fay you fhall, 

Nar. Thisafternoone fir, well fhe fhall be there. 

, And flay good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall ’ 

Within this houre my man fhall be with thee 

And bring thee cords made like a tackled ftaire 
Wmcfitothe high top gallant of my ioy, * 

Mull be my conuoy in the fccret night, 
farewell be truffie and lie quite thy paines: 
farewell, commend me to thy Mifircfle. 

N nr. Now 
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Tbemoft lamentable Tracts 

Nurfe, Now God in heauen blelfe thce.harke von 

Ro. What faift thoumy deare Nurfe? 

Nurfe. Is your man fecret, did you nere here fay two mav 
Iceepe counfell putting one away, J 3 *. 

Ro , V V arr ant thee my mans as true as fteelc. 

Nur. Well fir, my Miftrifle is the fweeteft Lady, Lord 
Lord,when twas a little prating thing.G there is a Noble man 
in towne one Parts, that would fainelay knifeaboordibutihc 
good foule had as lecue fee a tode,a very rode as fee him:I an- 
ger her fometifnes,and tell her that Parts is the pr operer man 
but lie warantyou, when I fay fo,fheelookesas pale as any 
.clout in the verlall world, doth not Rofcmarie and Romeo be- 
gin both with a letter? 

Ro* 1 Nurfe, what of that? Both with an R. 

Nur. A mocker thats the dogsname J?. is for the no, I know 
it begins with fomeother letter,and Ihe hath the prettieft fen- 
tentious of it, of you and Rofemary, that it would do you good 
; £oheare it. 

Rom, Commendme to thy Ladyi 

Nur. Ia thoufand times’ Petcrt 
Anon* 

Mar. Before an d ap ace. 

Exit 

Enter Iuliet. 

/«. The clocke ftrooke nine when I did fend the Nurfe^ 

In halfe an houre fhe promifed to returne. 

Perchance fhe cannot meetehim, thats not fo: 

Oh ihe is lams.leues heraulds fhould be thoughts, 

Which ten times falter glides then the Sunnes beanies* 
Drilling back ihadowes.ouer lowring hills. 

Therefore do nimble pinionddoues drawloue, 

And therefor ehath the wind-fwift Cupid wings: 

Nowis theSunvponthe highinoft hill 
Or thisdaiesiourneyjandfromninetilltwelue, 

Is three long houres,y et llie is not come. 

Had file affections and wanne y outhful! bloud, ? 



of Borneo and Juliet: 

She would be as fwift in motion as a ball,' 



(dead,' J; 



My words would bandy her to my fweeteloue. (dead,' 

M. And his to me.but oldfolkes,many faineas they were 
Vnwieldic,flow,heauy, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe , 

O God flie comes, O hony Nurfe what newes?. 

Haft thou met with him* fend thy man away. " 

Nur. Peter ltay at the gate, 

7«,Now good fweet Nurfe ,0 Lord,why lookefi: thou fad* 
Though newes.be fad,yet tell them merily. 

If good thou ihameft themufickeoffwcete newes, 

By playing it to me, with lo fowera face, 

Nur, I am a weary, giuc me leaue a while, 

Lie ho w my bones alee, what a launce haue I had? 

In, I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newest 
. Nay come I pray thee fpea ke.geod good \ urfe fpeake. 

Nur, Iefu what haft.can you not ftay a while ? 

Do you not fee that I am out of breath? 

1" . Howartthouout of breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay tome,thatthou art outofbreath? 

The excufe that thou doft make in this delay, 

Is longer then the tale thou doft excufe. 

Is thynewesgood orbadPanfwereto that. 

Say either and lie ftay the circumftance: 

Let me be fatisfied,ifl good or bad? 

Nur. W el, you haue made a fimple choice, you know not 
how to chufe a mm:Romeo,no not he though his face bee bet- 
f T^yethislegexcels all mens, andforahand 
and a foote and a body .though they be not to be talkt on.yet 

S re f ^ ftCO ' np ^ e:heis not ^ ie flower of curtefie, but fie 

Godwi^rhf gcnde f. s j La “ me: S° thy waies wench, ferue 
Ooci.What haue you dindcathomc- > 

/«. No no, But al lthis did I know before 
Whatfa.es he ofour marriage, what ofthat? 

Tf l , Lordhow my headakes.whatahead haueL 
It beates as it would fall in twenty peeces. 

* F My 




*Tke moft lamentable Tragedfe ' 

Mybactea tother fide, a my backc,my backe: 

Bcfhrew your heart forfending meabout 
To catch my death withiaunfingvp and downed 
/». I faith 1 am forrie that thou art not well. 

’Sweete fweete,fweete Nurfe,tellmewhatfayesmy louef 
N#r. Your lone faies like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous,and a kind, and a handfome. 

And 1 warrant a vertuous,whercis your mother? 

In. Where is my mother, why fheis within, where Ihould fhe 
How odly thoureplieft: ^e? 

Your loue faies like an honeft gentleman. 

Where is your mother? 

Nsr. O Gods Lady deare, 

Are you fo hor,marrie come vp I trow. 

Is this the pculcis for my aking bones: 

Henceforward do your meflages yowrfelfe. 

itili. Hercs fuch a coile,come what faies Romeo i . 

Yur, Haue you got leaue to go to lhrift to day? 
la , 1 haue. 

N«r. Then high you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell# 

There ftaies a husband to make you a wife: 

Now comes the wanton bloud vp in your cheekes, . 
Theflebeinfcarletftraight atanynewes; 

Hie you to Church, I mull an other way, 

T o fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 
JVluft clrmde a birds neaft foonc when it is darke 
I am the drudge,and toile in your delight: 

But you fhall beare the burthen foone at night, 1 
Go ]letodinner,hieyoutotheCell. 

' Itt. Hie to high fortune,honeftNurfe farewell. 

Exemt, 

Enter Frier And. Romeo. 

Eri. Sofmiletheheauens vpon this holy aft, 

T hat after houres, with forrow chide vs not, 

Ro , A men,amen,butcome what forrow can. 

It cannot counteruaile the exchange ofioy 




of Borneo and IuHet, 

Thatone Ihortfninute giues mein her fightt 
Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words, 
Thenloue-deuouring death doe what he dare, 

It is inough I may but call her mine. . 

Fri.T hefc violent delights haue violent endcs^ 

And in their triumph die like fireand powder; 

Which as they kiffeconfume. The fweeteft honey 
Is loathfomc mhisowne delicioufneffe. 

And in the tafte confoundes the appetite. 

Therefore loue moderately, long loue doth fo. 

Too fwift arnues as tardie as too flow. 

Enter Iuliet, 

Here comes the Lady,Chfo light a foot 
Will aere weare out-the euerlaftmg flint, 

A louer may beftride the goffamours. 

That ydies in the wanton fommer ayre, 
Andyetnotfall,folightisvanitie. 

In. Goodeuentomy ghoftly confeflor, 

En. Romeo fhall thanke thee daughter for vs both. 

In, Astnuch to him,elfeis his thanks too much. 

Ro, Ah luitet, if the meafure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blafonit,thenfwecten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre, and let rich mulicke tongue^ 

V nfola the imagin’d happines that both 
lleceiuein cither, by this deare encounter, 

/«. Conceitmorerich in matter then in words. 

Brags of his fubftance , not of ornament, ^ 

They are but beggers that can count their worth. 

But my true loue is growne to fuch excefle, 

I cannot fura vp fuin of halfc my wealth. 

Fri. Come,come with me, and we will make ftiortworkel 

•r°i i i '° Ur leaucs ,you fhall not flay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one* 

F 2 Enter 
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The mojl lament able Tragedie 

Enter Mercutio,Benuolio, andmen, 

Ben. I pray thee good Mercmto lees retire 
The day is hot, the Capcls abroad: 

And if we raeet, we /hallno, fcapea bi\;wJe,fornow thefehnt 
day es, is the mad blood flirting. ot 

Mer. Thou art like one of thefe fe!lowcs,tIiat when he en 
ters the confines of aTaueme, claps me his fword vpon the 
table, and fa yes. God fend me no need of theerand bv the 
perationof cheftcondcup,drawtshimon die Draper wh^i 
inaeed there i> no need. 1 eu 

Ben. Ami like Inch a fellow? 

Mer. Cv, me, come, thou art as hot a Iacke in thy mood-' 

as any in Italtet ana afloone moued to be moodie, and afford 
nioodie to bemoued, nG 

Ben, Andwhnttoo? 

Mer, Nay and there were two fuch, wee fliould hatienone 
Portly for one would kill the other : thou , why thou wilt 
ouarrell with a man that hath a haire more , or a hake ldTe in 
his beard then thou haft j thou wilt quarrel! with a man for 
cracking Nuts hailing no other reafon, but becaufe tbou haft 
halel eyes .• what eye, but fuch an eye, would fpieout fucha 
quarrel-thy head is as ful of quarrels,as an eggeis ful ofmeit 
and yet thy head hath bin beaten as addle as an egge for quar- 
reling: thou haft quareld with a man for coffin gin the (fleet 
becaufe he hath wakened thy dog thathath laineafleenein the 
fun Didft thou i not fail out with a tailor, for wearing hismew 
doublet before Eaftenwith another, for tying his new (hoes 
With old riband, & yet thou wilt tutor mec from quarrelling ? 

Ben. And I were fo apt to quarel as thou art, any man ihodd 
buy thefee-fimpleof mylife, foranhoureandaouarter. 
Mer, Thefee-fimple,Ofimple. 

Tybalt, Peauchio,W<5// W /. 

Ben, By my head here Conies the Capulets, 

Mer. By my heele I care no t, 

Tjba.lt. Follow me dole, for I will fpeaketo them. 
Gentlemen, Good den,a word with one of you. 

Mer, 



of (Romeo andluliet. 

Mer.Kni but one word with one of vs? couple it with fotn- 
thing,make it a word and a blow , 

7*.You fliall lindme aptinough to that fir, and you wil giue 
meoccafion. 

CMercut, Could you not take fome occafion without gl- 
uing? 

Ti- Mercutio thou conforteft with Romeo. 

Mer. CoulortjWhat doft thou make vs Mitlftrcls; 6c thou 
makeMinftrelsofvs, looke to heare nothing but difeords, 
heeres my fiddleflicke, heercs that ftiallmakeyoudaunce: 
zounds confort, 

Ben. We talke here in the publike haunt of men; 

Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place. 

Or reafon coldly ofyourgreuances; 

Or elfe depart.here alleies gaze en vs. 

Me*-, Mens eyes were made to looke,and let them gaze, 

I will not budge for no mans pleafure I, 

Enter Romeo. 

Tt. Well peace be with you fir.here comes my man; 

Mer, But Ilebehangdfirifheweareyourliuery; 

Marry go before to field, heele be your follower, 
lour worlliip in thatfenfe may call him man. 

Ttb- Romeo ,the loue I beare thee, can affoord 
No better teinie then this:thou art a villaine. 

Ro- Ttbahjhe reafon that 1 haue to loue thee. 

Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting* villaine ami none. 

Therefore fare well I fee thou knowellme not, 

T*. Boy, this fliall not excufe the iniuries 
Tnat thou haft done me therefore turne and draw. 

Re. I doproteft Ineuer iniured thee, 

But loue thee better th en thou canft deuife: 

1 ill thou jhalt know the reafon of my loue. 

And fogood Capu/et , which name I tender 
As dearely as my o wne,be fatisfied. 

Mer, O caline>difhonourab]e,vile fubmisfiout . 

F 3 ’ Am 
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, jf be mojl lamentable Tya^edie 

r AlU flttsAtho carries it away, 

2* »Ai/*,you ratcatcher, will you walkcf 

Ti. VVhat woulds thou haue with mef 

M t Good King of Cats, no thing but one ofyeurnineli 
ues, that X meane to make bold withal],, & as you (hall vfeme 
hereafter dry beate the reft of the eight .Will you pluck vour 

fword out ofhisf ilcher by the eares?makefiaft.leaft®ibe 

about youreares ere it beout. 

TV. I am for yon. 

Ro. Gentle CMercutio, put thy Rapier vp. 

Mer. Come GryourPaflado. 

^ Ro. Draw ‘Bemolto ,beat downe their weapons,, 
Gentlemen, for fliame forbeare this outrage, 

Tib alt, Mercutio,i\\ e Prince exprefly hath 
Forbid bandying in Verona ftreetes, 

Hold 2lA?/t,good Mercutio , 

Away 7xbalt. 

AVer. I am hurt. 

A plague a both houfes,Iam fped, 

Js he gone and hath nothing? 

Ben. Whatartthouhurt? 

(JUer. 1,1, a fcratch,a fcratch,marry tis inough* 

Where is my PagePgoe villaine fetch a Surgeon, 

Ro. Courage man,rhe hurt cannot be much. 

(JHer.No ' tisriotfo deepe as a well, nor so wide as a Church 
doore,but tisinough, twill feruejaske for rne.to morrow, and 
you fhall find me a graue man. I am peppered 1 warrant, for 
this world, a plague a both your houfes, founds a dog, a rat, a 
snoufe, a cat to fcratch a man to death, a braggart , a rogue, a 
villaine, that fights bythebooke of arithmetick, why the 
deu lecame you betweene vs?I was hurt vnder your a rme. 

Ro, I thoughtallforthcbeft. 

OWcr. Heipe me into foaie boufeS?*##^, 



of Borneo and Juliet. 

Or I fhall faint, a plague a both your houfe*.' 

They haue made w ormes meat ofme, 

I haue it,and foundly to your feoufes, 

Exit 

R«. This Gentleman the Princes neare alie. 

My very friend hath gott his mortall hurt. 

In my bthalfe,my repu tation ftaind 
"WithTibalts flaunder,7' ibalt that an houre 
Hath beenemy Cozin,0 fweet/a&r, 

Hiy beauty hath made me effeminate, 

Andinmy temper foftned valours ftcele. 

.EwfcrBenuolio. 



Ben. Q Romeo Borneo, braue Mercutio is dead, 
Thargallant fpirithath afpir’d the Cloudcs, 

VVhich too vntiinely here did fcorne the earth. 

Ro. This daiesblaekefate,on mo daies doth depend. 
This but beginsjthe wo others muff end. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tbalt backeagalne, 

Ro, He gon in triumph and Mercutio flame. 

Away toheauenrefpeftiue lenitie. 

And fier and fury, be my condu ft now, 

Now7~iA?/mke the villaine back againe, 

Thatlate thou gaueft me.for^mtfKwfoule 
Is but a little wayaboue our heads. 

Staying for thine to keepe him companie: 

Either thou or I,or both,muft goe with him. 

31. T hou wretched boy that didft confort him here 
Shalt with him hence. *' 

Ro, This fhall determine that. 

They fight. Tibahfalle s, 

Ben, Romeo , away begone: 

The Citizens are vp,and Ttbalt flafne; 

Stand not amazed, the Prince will doome thee death 
4.x thou arttaken, hence begone a»way* 
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The moti lame nt able Tragedie 

Ro. O I am fortunes foole. 

'Ben, Vvhy doft thou flay? 

E *«», £, *- Ro “"* 

Cm, Which way ran he that kild C JMercutio} 

Ttbalt that murtherer,which way ran he? 

Bern. There lies that Ttbalt. 

Q$ti, Vp fir go with me: 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Prince, eld Mountague,Capulct, 

their wines and all, 

Prin, Where arethe vile beginners of this fray? 

'Ben. O Noble Prince, I can difeouer all; 

The vnluckie mannageof this fatall brail. 

There lies the manflaine by young Romeo, 

That flew thy kinfman braue Mercutio, 

CapH Wi, Tib alt, my Cozin.O myebrothers child, 

O Prince, O Cozin, husband, O thebloud is fpild 
Of my'deare kinfman, Prince as thou art true, 1 
For bloud of our.s,fliead bloud ofMountague. 

O Cozin, Cozin. 

Prin. BenuohofN\vo began this bloudy fray? 

Ben.Ttbalt here flaine,whom Romeos hand did flay, 

Romeo that fpoke him faire.bid him bethinke 
Howmice the quarrel! was,and vrg’d withal! 

Your high difpleafure all this yttered. 

With gentle breath, calmelooke.knees humbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the Vnruly fpleene 
Cf Tybalt dcafe to peace, but that he tilts 
V V ith Peircing fteele at bold Mercutios breafl. 

Who alias hot,turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a Martial! fcorne,with one hand beates 
Cold death afide. and v\ ith the other fends 
It back to Ttbalt y who fe dexterity 
Retorts ityRorxeo he cries aloud. 

Hold friends, friends part,and fwifter then his tongue, 

& Hh 



af Borneo and lullet. 

His aged arme beats downe their fatall points, 

And twixt them ru£hes,vnderneth whofe arme,’ 

An enuious thruft from Ttbalt, hit the life 
Of ftou t Mercutio, and then T tbalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo , 

Who had but newly entertained reuenge. 

And toote they goe likelightning,for ere 1 
Could draw - to part them, was IkontTtbalt flaine; 
And as he fell, did Romeo turne and flie, 

This is the truth,or let Renuolto die, 

Ca. Wt, He is a kinfman t<a the Momtague, 
AfFettion makes him falfe,he fpeakes not true; 
Some twenty of them fought in this blackc ftrife, 
And ail thofe twenty could but kill one life, 

1 beg forluftice which thou Prince muff giue: 
Romeo flew Ttbalt, Romeo mull no time, 

Prin. Romeo flew linn, he flew Mercutio, 

Who now the price of his deare bloud doth owe. 
Cap. Not Romeo Pnnce,he was Mercutios friend. 
His fault concludes, but what the law fliould end, 
Yhelife oiT tbalt. 

T-rin. And for that offence, 

Immediately we doeexilehiin hence: 

I haue an in tereft in your hearts proceeding. 1 
My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. 
But He amerce you with fo flrong a fine, 

1 hatyou fhall all repent the Ioffe ofmine* 

It will bedeafe to pleading and excufes, 

Nor teares,nor pravers fhall purchafe outabufe 6. 
Therefore vfe none,let Romeo hence in haft, 

Elfe W'hen he is found,that houre is his laft. 
beare hence this body,and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders,pardoning thofe that kill. 



r Enter Juliet a/one, 

Gallop apace,you fiery footed fieedes, 

G 
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Exit 
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The n»Jl lamentable Tragedk 

Towards Phabtts lodging, fuch a wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft 
And bringin clowdie night immediately; 

Spread thy clofc curtaine loue-perforniinp r night' 

T hat runnawayes eyes may wincke,and Romeo * 

Lcape to thcfe armcs s vntalkc of and vnfeene 
louers can fee to doe thciramorous rights, * 

An d by their owne beauties, or if lcue be blind, 

Ic beit agrees with night, come ciuill night 
Thou fober lilted matron all in blacke, * 

Andlearneme how to loofe a winning match, 

Plaid for a pairc of ftainlefle maidenhoods, 

Hood my vnmand blood baydng in my checlces ’ 

With thy blacke mantle, till llrangeloue grow bold 
Thinke true lone afted limple modeftie: 3 

Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in ni°b t. 

For thou wilt lie vpon the wings of njVht, ° 

V V hitcr then new fnow vpon a Raucns backe: 

Come gentle night, come louing blackbrowd night. 
Giuen^e unyRomeo,nn& whenllhall die. 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres 
And he will make the face of heauen l'o fine ’ 

That all the world will be in loue with ni°hr* 

And pay no worlhip to thegarifli Sun. ° 

O I haue bought the manfion of a loue 
But not poll’eft it, and though I am fold. 

Not yet enioyd, fo tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fomefeftiunll. 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not vveare then?, O here comes my Nurfe.’ 

• Enter Nurfe with cords. 

And (lie bring newes and euery tongue that fpeaks 
but Romeos name, fpeakes heauenly eloquence.* 

Now Nurle, what newes? what haft thou there. 

The cords that Romeohidthee fetch/ 

N#r. I, 
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N#''. I, I, the cords. . . . . 

Juliet, Ay me, what newes# why doit thou wring thy hands: 
N«r. A weladay,hees dead.hees dead, hees dead, 

■We are vndone Lady, we arc vndone. 

A lacke the day, hees is gone, hees kild, hees dead, 

r C la/* pniHAlK. 



N#r 4 Romeo can. 

Though heauen cannot. O Romeo , Romeo, 

Who euer would haue thought it Romeo. 

In. What diuell art thou, that doft torment me thus? 

This torture fhould berored in difmall hell. 

Hath Romeo flame himfelfe? fay thou but I, 

And that bare vo well 1 fliall poyfon more 
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 

I am not I, if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofe eyes fhot,that makes thee anfwere I; 

If he be flaine fay I, or if not, no* 

Bricfe, founds, de terminc my weale or wo* 

N«r; I faw the wound,Ifaw it with mine eyes,’ 

God fauethemarke, hereon his manly brtft, 

A piteous coarfe, a bloody piteous coarfe, 

Pale, pale as allies, all bedawbde in blood. 

All in gore blood, I founded at the fight* 

It* « O breake my heart, poore banckrout break e at once, 
To prifon eyes, nere looke on libertie. 

Vile earth to earth refigne, end motion here. 

And thou andAwwoprefleonheauie beare, 

Nur. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the bell friend I had, 

O curteousZyA*/? honeft Gentleman, 

That euer Ifliouldliue to fee thee dead* ^ 

In, What ftorme is this that blowes fo contraries 
Is&weoflaughtred? andisTyW/dcad? 

My dear ft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then dreadfull Trumpet found the generalldoome. 

For who is liuing, if thofe two arc gone? 

G a Nur, Tybalt, 
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The \wcfl lamentable Tragefo ' 

Nftr. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banifhed ' 

Romeo that kild him he is banifhed. * 

t \ Ul A t: ?j G< ! d *f d ? WWw hand £hcd 7>W// blood? 

It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

NV. Oferpent heart, hid with a flowrinaface 
Its. Did euer dragon keepc fo faire a Caue? * 
beautiful! tyrant, fiend angelical!: 

Iuftoppofite to what thou iufllyfecm’fr, 

A dimme faint, an honourable villaine: * 

0 Nature, what hadft thou to doe in hell 
When thou didft bower thefpiritof a fiend 
In mortall paradife of fuch fweetfkfh? 

Vv as euer booke containing fiich vile matter 
So fairely bound? O that deceit ihould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pallace. 

N*r.Thercsno trull, no faith, no honeftie in men,. 

All periurde, aIlfonvvorne,allnaughr, all diflemblers. 

Ah wheres my man? giue me fome Aqua-vita:? 

1 hefe griefes, thefe wots, thefe forrowes make me old. 
Shame ccmc to Romeo , 

In* Biiflered be thy tongue 
For fuch a W’ifh, he was not borne to fhame? 

V pon his brow fhame isalham’d to fit* 

For tis a throane where honour may be crovvnd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth, 

0 what a beaft was I to chide at him? 

\\ ill you fpeake well of him that kild your cozin? 
lu. Shall I fpeakeill of himthatis my husband? 

Ah pooremy lord, whattGnguefhallfmooth thy name. 
When I thv three houres wife haue mangled it? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou kill my Cozm? 

1 hat villaine cozin would haue kild my husband: 

Backe foolifh teares, backetoyournatiuefpring. 

Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 

Which 



efGfywet) <tnd 1 utter. 

Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy, 

My husband hues that Ttkalt would haue flaine,' 

And Tib Alt: dead that would haue flame my husband* 

All this is comfort, wherefore wcepe I then: 

Some words there was worferthen ThWcr death 
That murdred me,I would forget itfaine, 

Butohitprelles to my memory, 

Likedamned guilty deedes to finners minds, 

Tibalt is dead and Romeo banifhed : 

That banifhed, that one word banifhed. 

Hath flaine ten thoufandTii^/tr: Tibalts death 
Was woe inoughifit had ended there; 

Or if fowerwoe delights in fellow fliip. 

And needlywillbe wrankt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when fhe laid Tibalts dead. 

Thy father or thy mother,nayor both, 

VVhichmoderne lamentation might haue moued 3 
But with arearew , ardfollowing7<^Zfr death,. 

JWwv is banifhed to fpeake that word. 

Is f a t h er ,mo t h er , Romeo Juliet t 

All flaine,alldead:i?<w»wis banifhed, 

. There is no end, no limit, meafure, bound. 

In that wordsdcath,no words can that woe found! 

Where is my father and my mo ther Nurfe? 

Nttr. V V eepingand wailing ouer Tibalts courfe, 

Will you goto them:Iwill bring you thither. 

/«.Wafh they his wounds with teares:mme fhalbefpenfr 
When theirs are drie,for Romeos bam foment . 

Take vpthofe cordes,pooreropes you are beguild,. 

Both ycu and 1 for Romeo is exild: 

He made you for a high-way to my bed. 

But I a maide,die maiden widowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe, lie to my wedding bed„ 

Anddeath not Romeo, taktray maiden head. 

Mar, Hie to your chamber, He find Romeo 
T o comfort you,I wot well whei ehe-is: 

^ 3 Harks- 










TbemoH lamentable T rage die 

Harke ye, your Romeo will be hearc at night, 

He to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

la, O find him,giue this Ring to my true Knight' 
And bid him come, to take his lalt farewell. 6 * 

Enter Frier and Romeo,' 

Fri. Romeo come forth, come forth thou fearfttll man" 
Affliction is enamord of thy parts t 
And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro. Father what nevvesfwhatis the Princes doomed 
What forrow craues acquaintance atmy hand, 

7liatl yet know not? 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my deare fonne with fuch fo wre company; 

I bring thee tidings of the princes doomc. 

Ro. What leflfe then doomefday is the Princes doomc; 
Fn. A gentler iudgementvanilhtfromhislips. 

Not bodies death, but bodies baniihment, 

Ro. Ha, banifhment;be merciful!, fay death: 

For exile hath more terror in his looke. 

Much more then death, do not fay banifhmcnt, 

Fri. Here from Verona art thou banirtied: 

Be patient, for theworlclis broadand wide, 

Ro. There is no world vnthoutXJerona walks, 

But purgatorie,torturc,hell it felfe: 

Hence baiaiflied,is banilhtfrcm the world. 

And worlasexileis death, fThenbanilhed, 

Is death, miftearmd.cailing death banifhed. 

Thou cutft my head off with a golden Axe, 

And fmileft vpon the firoke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly fin,0 rude vnthankcfujnellc. 

Thy fait our law calles death ,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part , hath r ufht afide the law. 

And tujndthat blacke word death to baniihment. 



Exit', 
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This 



of Borneo and Iuliet. 

Thisis deare tnercy,and thou feeft it not; 

Ro Tis torture andnotmercy, heauenis here 
Where Iuliet lines and euery cat and dog, jj 

And little moufe.euery vnworthy thing 
Liue here in heauen and may looke on her. 

Bm Romeo may not. More validitie. 

More honourable fiate,more courtihip lines 
In carrion flies, then Romeo: they may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare lultett hand, 
Audftealeimmoftallbleflingfromher lips. 

Who euen in pure and veftall modefiie 
Still bluih,as thinking their owne kiffes fin. 

This may flies d oe,w hen I from this mult flie, 

Andfaift thou yet.that exileisnot death? 

"Rut Romeo may not,heeis banifhed. 

Flies may doe this, but I from this mud flie: 

They are freemen , but I am banifhed, 

Hadll thou no poy fonmixt no fharp ground knife. 

No fudden meane of death,though ncre fo meanc. 

But banifhed to kill me: Banifhed; 

0 Frier, the damned vfe that word in hellt 
Howling attends it, how haftthou the hearc 
Being a Diuine,a ghoftly confeiTor, 

A fin obfoluer,and my friend profeft, 

To mangle me with that word banifhed; 

Fri, Then fond mad man,heare me a little fpeake, 

Ro. O thou wilt fpeake againe of banifliment, 

Fn, lie giue thee armour to keepe off that word^ 
Aduerfities fweete milke,Philofbphie, 

1 o comfort thee though thou art banifhed, 

Y ct k a niflied;hangvp Philofophie, 

V nlefle thilofophie can make a lultet, 
Hifplantatowne,reuerleaPrinces doome. 

It helpesnot ,it preuailes nor, talke no more, 1 
I-n, O then I fee,thatmadmen hauenoeares. 

Ro, 1 low mould they, when wife men haue no eyes. 
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T he moft lamentable Tragictie 

TrL Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate 

J hou canft not (P eakc of that thou do ft not fed,- 
Wert thou as young as l,Mm thy loue 0t tecIe » 

An hour bucmarried,77£,*A murdered * 

Doting like me,and like me bantHied’ 

Then mighteft thou fpeake, * 

Then mighteft thou teare thy hayre. 

And fall vpon the ground as I do now, 

T aking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 

Enter Nurfe^and kneckes. 

Fn. Arife one knocks,good Romeo hide f h v felfe ’ 

n NOt f’ u nlc{I r thC brCath ofhartficke grones* 
Mift-hke infold mefrom the fearch ofcyes. 5 

They kno eke ^ 

Fri. Harke how they knockc(whofethere)i™ arife. 
Thou wilt be taken,ftay a while , ftand vp, 

r> o , . Sited knock* • 

Kun to my ftudy by and by,Gods will 
What fimplenefle isthis.T come, I come, 

Knocke , 

Who knocks fo hard^whence come you*whats your will? 
KT Enter N nr] e, 

Fri . W elcom e then, 

Nht. O holy Frier, O tell me holy F rier, 

W heresmy Ladies Lord,wher es Romeo 
Frt. There on the ground, 

With his owne teares made drunke, 

Nar. O he is euen in my Miftrelle cafe, 

J ufl in her cafe. O wo full limpathy: 

Pitious predicament, euen fo lies fhe, 

Bi ub bring aHcj weeping, weeping and blubbring, 
f. ta ncl V P, ftand vp,ftand and yo u be aman, 
tor uheis fake,for her fake rife and ftand: 

V /hy lhould you faliintofodeepe anO: 

Rom, Nurlc. iftr. Ah 
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offiemeo and Iullet. 

ZIttr. Ah fir, ah fir, deaths the end of all* 

Ro, Spakeft thouof /a/r^Jhowisit withhec> 

Doth not fhe thinke me an old murtherer. 

Now I haue ftaind the childhood of ourioy^ 

VVith blood remoued,but little from herowne? 

VVhere is fhe* and how doth /hefand what layes 
My conceald Lady to our canceld loue? 

Nur. On Ihefayes nothing iir, but weeps and weeps* 

And now fals on her bed, and then ftarts vp. 

And Tybalt calls, and then on Romeo cries. 

And then downe falls againe. 

Ro. As if that name Ihot from the deadly leuell of a gun. 
Did murther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdrcd her kinfinan. Oh tell me F rier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomic 

Doth my name lodge? Tell tne, that I may fackc 

The hatefull manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand: 

Art thou a man? thy forme cries out thou art: 

Thy teares are womanifti, thy wild afts deuote 
The vnreafonablefurieof abeaft; 

Vnfeemely woman in a feeming man. 

And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaz’dme. By my holy order, 

I thought thy difpofition better temperd. 

Haft thouflaine Tybalt* wilt thou flay thy felfe? 

And Hay thy Lady, that in thy life lies, 

By doing damned hate vpon thy ftlfef 

Why ray left thou on thy birthf the heauen and earth* 

Since birth, and heauen and earth, all three doe meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft loofe* 

Fie.fie, thou fhameft thy fhape,thy loue, thy wit. 

Which like a Vfureraboundftinail: 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed , 

VVhichfhould bedeckethy lliape,thyloue,thy wit: 

Thy noble flhape, is but a forme of waxe, 
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The mott lament able Tragedie 

Difgr effing from the valour of a man. 

Thy deare loue fowrne but hollow pcriurie. 

Killing that loue which thou haft vowd to chcrilh 
Thy \vit,that ornamenC,to fhape and loue, * 

Milhapen in the conduce! them both: 

Like powder inaskilleflefouldicrsflaske’ 

Is fet a fier by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 

What row f e thee man,thy lulietis aline, 

For whole deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 

There art thou happy,77A?A would kill thee, 

But thou llewefl: Tt \ialt, there art thou happie. 

The law that threatned death becomes thy friend 
Andturne it to exile, therearr thou happy, 

A packe of blefling light vpon thy backe, 

Happincfle courts thee in her belt array, 
Butlikeamifhaued and fullen wench, 

Thou puts vp thy fortune and thy loue: 

Take hcede, take heede,for fuch die miferable. 

Goe get thee to thy loue as was decreed, 

Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her.* 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fet. 

For then thou canft not paffe to Mantua, 

Where thou fhalt liue till wee can find a time 
T o blaze your marriage reconcile your friends. 

Beg pardon of thy Prince and call thee backe. 

With twenty hundred thoufand times moreioy 
Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haffen all the houfe to bed. 

Which heauyforrow makes them apt vnto, 

Romeo is comming, 

Nur, O Lord,I could haue ftaid here all the night. 

To heare good counfelfoh what learning is: 

My Lord, lie tell my Lady you will come, 

Ro t Do l'o.and bidmy fweeteprepare to chide, 

N*r, Hw? 



of (Romeo and luliet. 

N/w. Here fir, a Ring (he bid roc giue you fir: 

Hie you, makchafte,for it growes very late. 

R»> How well my comfort isreuiu’d by this. 

Rri. Go hence, goodnight, & here Hands all your Sate; 
Either be gone before the watch be fet. 

Or by the breake of day difguifd from hence^ 

Soiourne in CHantua, ile find out your man. 

And he fhall fignifie from time to time, 

Euerv good hap to you, that chaunccs here: 

Giue me thy hand, tislate, farewell,goodnight» 

Ro , But that a ioy part ioy calls out on me. 

It were a griefe, fo briefe to part with thee: 

Farewell, 

Exeunt, 

Enter old Capulet, hit wife and Vans. 

Ca. Things hauefalne out fir fo vnluckily. 

That wc haue had no time to moue our daughter, 

Looke you, fhe loud herkinfman7yA*/: dearcly. 

And fo did I, Well we were borne to die. 

Tis very late, fhcele not come downe to night: 

Ipromifeyou, but for your company, 

Iwould hauebina bed an hourcago. 

Paris. Thefe times ©f wo, affoord no times to vooei 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughters 
La, 1 will, and know her mind early to morrow* 

T o night fhe is mewed vp to her heauines, 

Ca, Sir P arts , I will make adefperate tender 
Of my childesloue:I thinke fhe will be rulde 
In all refpetts by me: nay more, I doubt it not* 

Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed . 

Acquaint her hereof, my fonne Parts loue. 

And bid her,mnrkc you me,on wendfdav next, 

But fore, what day is this? 

Paris Monday my Lord. 

* £*' rJ M ° nda ?> ha ha, well wendfday is toofoone. 

A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tell her, 

H * She 
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The mojl lamentable T age fa 

She /hall be married to this noble Earle: 

Will you be ready; do you like this hafte? 

Wedckeepeno greatadoeafiiendor tvo 
For harke you, Tybalt being fUncfo late * 

It may be thought we held him cardeHy’ 

Being our kiuiman, if we reuell much : 1 ? 

Therefore weelehaue fome halfe a dozen friends ' 

And there an end, but what fay you to Thurfda\/ 

Pans. My Lord, I would chat thurfday were to morrow’ 
Ca. Well, get you gone, a Thurfday, belt then; 

Go you to Juliet ere you go to l ed. 

Prepare her wile, again!! this wedding day* 

Farewell my Lord, light to my chamber ho, 

Aforeme, it is io very late, that we may call it early by and by 
Goodnight. 

j "Eix entity 

Enter Romeo and Iul > et aloft .; 
la. Wilt thou begone? It is not yet neare day. 

It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 

That pierft the fearefull hollow of thinceare, 

Nightly Hie fingsonyondPomgranet tree, 

Beleeue melouc, it was the Nightingale. 

Romeo. It was the Larke the herauldof the morne. 

No Nightingale, iooke loue what enuious ftreakes 
Do lace the feuering cloudes in yonder Eaft: 

Nights candles are burnt out, and locond day 
Stands tipto on the myftie Mountaines tops, 

I rnufl be gone and line, or Hay and die. 

/«. Y ond light is not day light, I know it It 
' It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales. 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to CMantua. 

Therefore Hay yet , thou need!! not to be gone . 1 

Ro. Let me betane, let me be put to death, 

I amcontent, fo thou wilthaueitlb. 
lie fay yon gray is not the mornings eye, 

Tis 



- 



of Borneo and Juliet , 

Tis bufthe palereflexe of Cwthiasbiow. ■ 

Nor ti.at is noc the Larke whofe noates doe beate 
The vaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads, 

1 1 aue more care toftay then will to go: 

Come death and welcome, /a/zer wills it fo. 

Flow lit uiv mule, lees talke ids not day. 

la. It isjitis,hie hence be gone away: 

It is the Larke that lings fo out of tune. 

Straining harlb Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpes, 

So nefav th«? Larke makes fweete Diuihon, 

This doth notfojforlbe dcuideth vs. 

Sonic lay trie .Larke ana mathed Toad change eyes, 

Onow I would they hati changde voyces too; 

Since armef om arnie that voyce doth vs affray. 

Hunting thee hence, with Huntfup to the day, 

0 now be gone, more light andhght it growes, 

Romeo. More light and light, more darke and darke out 
woes. 

Enter Maetame and Nurfe » 

Nur. Madam. 
la, Nurle. 

Mur. Your Lady Mother is cumming to yottr chamber. 
The day is broke,be wary,looke about. 

Then window let day in, and let life out. 

Ro. Farewell,farewell,onekiileand lledefcend. 
la. Art thou gone fo,loue,Lord,ay husband, friend, 

1 mult neare from thee euery day in the houre. 

For in a minute there are many dates, 

0 by this count I fhall be much in yeares. 

Ere I againe behold my Romeo. 

Ro. Farewell: 

1 will omit no oportunitie, 

That may conuey my greetings loue to thee. 
la. O chinked thou we fhall euermeete againe? 

Ro, 1 doubt it not,and all thefe woes fha ll terue 
For fweete difeourfes in our timeto come. 

H 3 lu. C 
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Exit 



The mofl lamentable Tragedic 

Rt, O God I hauc an ill diuining foule 
Me thinkes I fee thee now , thou art lo Iowc! 

As one dead in the bottomeofatombe 
Either my eye-fight failes,or thou lookeft pale. 

Rom, And truft me loue,i* my eye fo doe you‘ 

Dne forrow drinkes our bloud, Adue,adue. 

° Fo5^n C> F 0 rtune. all men call thecSficWe. 

Irthou art fickle,what doft thou with him 
That is renowmd for faith?bc fickle Fortune* 

Enter Mother* 

La* Ho daughter, are you vp^ 

lu. Who ift that calls*it is my Lady mother? 

Is the not downefo Late or vp fo early* 

VVhat vnaccuftomd caufe procures her either? 

Eii, VVhy how now /*&<?*. 

I». Madam I am not well. 

\T\n Et . iermore ^wping for your Cozins death? 

V V hat wilt thou wadi himfrom his graue with teares* . 
And if thou couldft,thou couidft not make him Hue: 

1 hereforehauedonc,fomegriefefticwe*much ofloue, 

But much of griefe,lhewes ftill feme want ofwit. 

Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling lofle, 
us» foall you feele the lofie,but not the friend 

V V hich you weepefor. 

I«. Feeling fo the Ioffe, 

I cannot chufe but euer weepe the friend. 

A*. V Veil girie,thou w cepft not fo much for his death, 

As that the villaine hues which flaughtered him. 

J«. VVhat villaine Madam? 

La. That fame villaine Romeo , 

Iff- Villaine and he be many miles a funder: 
Godpardon,Idoe withallmy heart: 

And y et no manlike he, doth grieue my heart. 

La. That 



of ^ om eo and Juliet: 

L*. T hat is becaufe the Traitor hues. 
lu, I Madam from the reach «f thefe my handsf 
Would none but I might veage my Cozin s d cath. 

La, Wc wihhaue vengeance for it, fcare thou not. 
Then weepe no more,Ile fend to one in Mantua , 
Where that fame banifht runnagate doth liue. 

Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftomd dram. 

That he lhall foone keepe Tibalt company.* 

And then Ihopethou wiltbefatisfied. 
lu. Indeede I neuer fhall be fatisfied 
With Romeo 9 ii\\\ behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinfraan vext: 

Madam if you could find out but a man 
T o bearea poyfon,I would temper it: 

'I'nzt Romeo fhould vponreceit thereof, 
Sooncfleepein quiet.O how my heart abhor* 

To heare him namde and cannot cometo him* 

T o wreake the loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath flaughtered him. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes,and ile find fuch a man. 
But now ile tell theeioyfull tidingsGyrle. 

lu. Andioy comes well in fuch a needy time. 

What arc they,bcfeech your Ladylhip? 

A/, V V ell, well, thou haft a carcfullfather child. 
Oncwhoto putiheefrom thyheauines, 

Hathfortcd out a hidden day ofioy. 

That thou experts not,nor Ilookt not for, 
lu. Madam in happy time,what day is that? 

M . Marry my child,early next T hurfday mornc,’ 
The gallant,young,and Noble Gentleman, 

The Countie Paris at Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happly make thee there a ioyfull Bride. 

lu. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too, 
Hefhall not make metiierea ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haft,thatl muft wed 

£te he that Ihould be husband comes to wooC. 



'a 



n ! 



flpray 



100 110 120 130 140 150 160 170 180 190 200 210 220 230 240 250 260 270 280 290 300 




T hemofl lamentable TragfUe 

I pray you tell my Lord and father Madam, 

I wjllnotmarrie yet, and when I doe, Ifweare 
It fhall be Romeo t whoxn you know I hate 
Rather then fWnthefe are newesindeede, 

M. Here comes your father, tell him fo yourfelfes 
And fee ho w he will take if at your hands. 

Enter Capulet And N ttrfe. 

Ca. When the Sun fets,the earth doth drifle deaw, 

Bu t for the Sunfet of my brothers fonne, * 

It raines downright. How now a Conduit girle, what ftill m 
Euermore fho wring in one little body* (teares 

Thou counterfaits.A Barke,aSeaa Wind: 

F or ftill thy eyes, which I may call the fea. 

Doe ebbe andflow with teares,the tfarke thy body ,isi 

Sayling in this fait floud,the windes thy fighes. 

Who raging with thy tearesandithey with them. 

Without a fudden calme will ouer fet 
Thy tempeft tolled body.How now wife, 

Haue you deliuered to her our decree? 

La. I fir,but (he will none.lhe giues you thankes, 

1 would thefoole were married to her graue. 

Ca, Sof t take me with you,take me with you wife* 

How will fhee none?doth fhc not giue vs thanks; 
Isflienotproud?doth flienotcounther bleft, 

\Vnworthy as iheis.that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome? 

Ift . Not proud you haue,but thankfull thatyou haue: 
Proud can I neuer be of what I hate, 
r But thankfulJ euenfor hate,that is meant loue. 

* Ca. How now,ho w now,chopt lodgick,what is tliis5 
P roud and I thanke you, and I thanke you not, 

Andyet nor proud Miftrifle minion you? 

Thanke me no thankings,norproudmeno prouds. 

But fettle your fine Ioints gainlt Thurfday next. 

To go with Paris to Saint Peters Church; 



Or i will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 



You 



oftf^omeottnd Inliet, 

Out you greencficknelle carrion, out you baggage 4 , 
you tallow face. 

La. Fie,fie, what are you mad? 

In Good Father, I befeech you on my knees, 
Heareme with patience, but to fpeake a word . 

pa. Hang thee young baggage, difobedicn t wretch,, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church aThurfday, 

Or neuer after lookeme in the face. 

Speake not, replie not, do not anfwerc me. 

My fingers itch, wife, we fcarce thought vsbleir. 

That God had lent vs but this onely child. 

But now I fee this one is one too much, 

And that we haue a curfe in hauing her: 

Out on her lidding. 

Nur. God in heauen blefle her: 

You are too blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdom, hold your tongue* 
Good Prudence, fmaiter with yourgofsips, go. 

Nar, Ifpeakenotreafon, 

Father, O Godigeden, 

May not one fpeake? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling fool e, . 

Vtter yourgrauitieorea Gofsipsbowle, 

For here we need it not. 

Wt, Youaretoohot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad, 
Day,night,houre,tide,time,worke,play, 

Alonein companie, ftill my care hath bin 
To haue herjnatcht.andhauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage. 

Of faire demcanes, youthfull and nobly allied, 

Stuft as they fay with honourable parts, 

Proportionedas ones thought would wifhaman. 

And then to haue a wretched puling foole, 

A whining mammet.in her fortunes tender, 

T o anfwere, lie not wed, I cannot loue : 

I 



I am 





TbemoU lamentable Tragedie 

Tam too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed, ilc pardon you, * 

Graze where you will, you fnall not houfc with me* 
JLooketoot, thinke onY, Idonotvfeto left. 

Thurfday isneere, lay hand on heart, aduifc. 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend. 

And you be not, hang,beg,ftarue,dye in the llreets 
For by my foule, ile nere ackno wledge thee, 

Nor what is mine ihall neuer doe thee goodj 
Trull: too t, bethinkeyou,i!c not beforfworne. Exit 

Juliet. Is there no pitic fitting in the cloudeS, 

That fees into the bottome of my griefe? 

O fwectmy Mother call menot away, 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weelce. 

Or if you do not, make the Bridall bed 
Jn that dim Monumentwhere 7 <$ 4 /r lies. 

<JMo. Tallee not ro me, for ile nor fpeake a word, 

Do as thou wilt, for I haue done with thee . Exit, 

biliet. O God, O Nurfe,how ihall this bepreuented; 
fvly husband is on earth, my faith in heatien. 

How fhall that faith returneagaineto earth, 

Vnlelle that husband fend it me from heauen. 

By leauing earth? comfort me, counfaile me: 

A!acke,alacke, that heauen fliould praflife ftratagems 
Vpon fo (oft a fubiett as my felfe, 

“VVhat faift thou, haft thou not a word of ioy; 

Some comfort Nurfe. * (nothing, 

N«r. Faith here it is. Rentes is banilhed,and all the world to 
That he dares nerecome backe to challcngeyou: 

Qrif he do, it needs mull be by Health* 

Then fince the cafefo ftands as nowit doth, 

I thinke itbeft you married with the Countie, 

O heesa louely Gentleman: 

Romeos a difhelou t to him, an EagleMadam 
Hath notfo greene,foquicke, fofairean eye 
A s Pans h a t h , b t lhr o w my very heart. 



of (Romeo and Iuliet. 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match, 

For it excels your firftjorifit did not. 

Your firft is dead,or twerc as good he were, 

Asliuing here and you no vfe of him, 

Ju, Speakeft thou'from thy heart; 

Nor, And from my foule too, or el fe belhrew them both. 
la. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

I u. Well thou haft comforted me mar tiailous much, 

Go in , and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleafdemy Father,to Lawrence Cell, 

T o make coufesfion,aod to be abfolu’d, 

N/w\ Marrie I will, and this is wifely done, 

I». Aunckntdamnation,0 moft wicked fiend. 

Is it more fin to willi me thus forfworne. 

Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue, 

Which fhe hath praifde him with aboue compare,’ 

So many thoufand times;Goe Counfellor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth ihall be twaine: 
lie to the Frier to know his remedie, 

Ifallelfefaile,my felfe haue power to die. Exit, 

En ter Frier and Countie Paris.’ 

Fri. On T hurfday fir,the time is very fiiort. 

P a. My Hither Cap u let will haue it fo. 

And I am nothing flow to flacke his haft* 

Iri. You fay you doe not know the Ladies niinde? 

Vneuen is the coutfe,! likeit not. 

/’^.Immoderately (he weepes for 7 'ibalts death. 

And taerefore hauel little talkeofloue, 

For Venus (miles not in a houfe of teares, 

Now hr,her father counts it dangerous 
That lhedoth giue her for row fo muchfway: 

And in his wiledome hafts ourmariage, 

T° Hop the mundatio n of her teares. ° 

Which too much minded by her felfe alone. 

May be putft.pm.her by foci'etie. 

I 2 Now 







The moji lamentable Trage&c 

Nov? doe you know the reafon of this haft# 

Fri. I would X knew not why it (hould be flowed 
Lookefir here comes the Lady towards my Cell* 

Enter Iuliet, 

P ar Happily met my Lady and my wife. . 

Jtt. That may be lir,when I may be a wife*. 

Fa. Thattraybe ; mu(l be loue, on Thurfday next. 

In. What muft be (hall be. 

Fri. Thatsa certaute text. 

Par. Come you to make confesfion t® this Father? 

In. T o anfwere that-, I (hould confefle to you. 

'Fa. Do not deme to him,that you loue me, 

/«. I will confefle to you that X loue him. 

Par. So will ye, I am fure that you loue me. 

In. IfIdofo,it will be of more price. 

Being fpokc behind your backe.then to your face. 

Par. Poore foule thy faceismuch abufd with teares. 

In. The teares haue got (mall viftorie bv that, 

Forit was badinough before theirfpight/ 

Pa. Thou wrongft it more then teares with that reports 
hi. That is no (launder fir, whichisatruth, 

A.nd;.what 1 fpake,Ifpake it to my face. 

Pa. Thy face is mine,and thou hartflaundred it, 

I u. It may be fo,fer i t is not tnineo wne. 

Areyou atleifure,holy Father-now, 

Or (hall I come to youat eueningMafle/ 

Fri. My leifure feruesmepenfiue daughter now, 

My Lord we muft intreatthe time alone. 

Pa. Godfliield,I fliould difturbe deuotion, 

Iti/tetjOn Thurfday early will I rowfe yee, 

^ Till then adue,andkeepe this holy kill’e. Exit, 

\h O ftiut the doore, and when thou haft done fo, 

Come weepe with me,paft: hope.paft care : paft helpe. 

Fri. O Iuhet, 1 already know thy griefe, 

It (frames me pad thecompafleofmy wits, 

Iheare thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it, 

9 a 



of d(oweo and la liei * 

n ThnrfdaV next be married to this Countie. ■ 

0l |T h Tell me not Frier that thou heareft of (his y 

Vnlcfle thou tell me how I may preuent it: 

S thy wifedome thou canft giue no helpe, 

V)o thou but call my refolution wife, ^ 

And with this knife, He helpe it prefcntly 
GodToynd my hear t,and Korney thou our hands 
And erethis hand by thee to Romeos feald. 

Shall be the Labell to another deede, 

Or mv true heart with trecherous reuolt, 

?ume to another, this (hall flay them both: 

• Therefore out of thy long expenenft time, 

Oiue me fo me prefent counfelfor behold 
Twixt my extreames and me^this bioudy knife 

Shall play the vmpeere, arbitrating that, 

■Which the commisfion of thy yeares and art^ 

Could to no iflueof true honour bring: 

Be not fo long to fpeake,! long to die, 

If what thou f peakft,fpcake not of remedy. 

An. Hold daughter, I doe fpie a kind of hope, , 
Which craues as defperat an execution. 

As that is defperate which we would preuent. 
Jfrather then to marrie Countie Parts 
Thbu haft theftrength of will to flay thy felfe, 
Thenisit likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thing like death to chide away this fhame, 
Thatcoapft with death himfelfe, to fcape from it: 
And if thou dareft,lle giuethee remedie. 

lu. Oh bidmcleape, rather then marry Parts.. 
From of the battlements of any T ower. 

Or walke in theeuifh waies,or bid me lurke 
Where Serpecs at eiehaine me with roaring Beares; 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnellhoufe, 
Orecouered quite with dead mens ratling bones. 
With i-eekielhankes.andyealow chappelsfculls: 
Or bid me go into a new made graue, 

1 3 And 







The moft lamentable Trandie 

And hide me with a dead man in his 
ihings tii^t to heare thesxi told 

Andlw.il docitwithou, ^^tremWe; 

To hue an vnftaind wife to my ftveet lone. 

To marrie Pm>:weiflday hTo moao vv Cj ^ UC 

~isaa;is,. 

Take cho,, ih sV-ioll bring then in b e d, ‘ 

And thisdjfhlhng liquor drinkethou off 

A CO U^T'* r hr r gh a " thg ftaU run,’ • 

A co ld and dro wfie bumourftor no pulfe 

■vj 3 ce{ P e his natiueprogreflebiufurceafe 

No vvarmth,no breath ihall teftifie thou liueft. 

The Rofes in thy bps and cheekes /hall fade 

i oo many afhes,the eyes win dowes fall: 

Likeneath when he flints vp theday oflifc 

Each part depriu’d ofTnpphgoueniment, 

Shall ftiffe and ihrke,and cold appeare like death 
And in this borrowed likenefle of ihrunke death 
Thou (halt continue two andforty houres 

And then awakeasfromapleafantfleepe * 

No«t when tbeBndegroonieinthe morning comes 
To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead: ' 

1 lien ns tiie manner ofour country is, 

In thy belt robes vneouerd on the Beere 
Be borne to bunall in thy kindreds graue* 

Thou flialt be borne to that fame ancient vault 
"Where all the kindred of the Capu/etslie, * 

In the meane timeagainft thou lhair awake 
'"'Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift, ’ 

And hither ihall he come, and he and I 
Will watch thy waking,and that very night 
S hall Romeo, bearethee "hence to Mantua!' 

And this ihall free thee from this prefentfhame, 
Jfnoinconftantroy worwomamihfeare, 

Abate thy valour in the aftingit. j fJ Q’ me 



of (Romeo and luliet : 

ht, Gtue me, giueme.O tell not me off eare, 

Fri Hold get you gone, be ftrong and profperous 
In this refolue,ile fend a Frier with fpeed 
To iMantua with my letters to thy Lord, 

j H Loue giue me ftrength, & ftrengtn Ihall helpe afford: 

Farewell deare father, £x,t ' 

Enter Father Capulet .Mother, Nttrfe^na 
Seruirg men , two nr three . 

Ca: So many guefts inuiteas here are writ. 

Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning Cookes* 

Ser% You fhall haue none ill fir,for ile trie if they can liclce 

their fingers. 

Ca. How canft thou trie them fo? 

^er.M'arrie fir,tis an ill Cooke that canot lick his own fingers: 
there fore he that cannot heke his fingers goes not with me. 

Ca, Go be gone,we fhall be much vnfumifbtfor this time: 
whatis my daughter gone to Frier Lawrence? 

Hur. lforfooth. 

Ca, Well he may chance to do fome good on her, 

A peeuilhfelfewillde harlotry it is. EnterluWetl 

Nut. See where lire comes from fhrift with merrie looke. 
Ca How now my headftrong.where h aue you bin gaddingf 
I u. Where I haue learnt me to repent the fin 
Ofdifobedientoppofition, 

To you and your behefts,and am enioynd 
By holy Lawrence s to fall profhate here. 

To beg your pardon,pardon 1 befecch you. 

Henceforward I am euer ruld by you. 

Ca. Send for the Countie, goe tell him of this, 

Ile hauethis knot knit vp to morrow morning, 

Mt. I met the youthful! Lord at Lawrence Cell, 

And gaue him what becomd loue I might. 

Not Itepping ore the bounds ofmodeftie. 

Oz.. Why I am glad ont.this is well, (land vp, 

This Is aft fhould be,let me fee the County: 

1 marrie go I fay and fetch him hether. 

Now 
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Now afore God, this reuerend holy Frier, 

All our whole Citie is much bound to him. 

In. Nurfe.will you goe with me into my ClofctT 
X o helpe me fort filch needfull ornaments, 

Asyouthinke fittofurnifh rae to morrow* 

<-***• not till Thurfday, there is timeinough. 

Fa* Go Nurfe,go with her, weele to Church to morrow,. 

JL Meant 

Mo. V Ve lhall be Ihort in our prouiflon, 

Tis now neare night. 

Fa. Tulh, I will ftirre about, 

And all things lhall be well, I warrant thee wifes 

Go thou to lulutj helpe to deckevp her, 
lie not to bed to night, let me alone: 
lie play the hufwife for this once, what ho? 

They areall forth, well I willwalkemy felfe 

to C ountie Paris , to prepare vp him 

Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light. 

Since this fame wayward Gyrle isfo reclannd. 

Exit. 

Enter Juliet and N nrfe. 

In. I thole attires are beft, but gentle Nurle 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night: 

For l haue need of many oryfons. 

To moue the heauens to fmile vpon my ftate. 

Which welthou knovvelt, is croife and ful of fin. 

Enter Mother. 

Mo. W hat are you bufie ho’ncedyou my help? 

In. Nfo Madam,wehaue culdfuch necellaries 
As are behoofefull for our ftate to morrow: 

So pleafe you,letmenowbe left alone. 

And letthe Nurle this night lit vp with you, 

■For 1 am fure, you haue your hands full all. 

In this fo fudden bufinefle. 

Mo. Goodnight, 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 

Exeunt. It*. Farewell, 



o f Borneo and Inliet. 

In. Farewell, God knowes when we lhall mcetc againe, 

I haue a faint cold feare thrills through my veincs. 

That almoft freezes vp the heate of life: 

He call them backe againe to comfortine, 

Nurle, what lhouldihe do here? 

My difimall Sceane I needs rouft ad alone. 

Come Viall, what if this mixture do not worke at all? 

Shall I be married then to morrow morning? 

No, no, this lhall forbid italic thou there, 

What if it be a poy fon which the F rier 
Subtilly hath miniltred, to haue me dead, 

Leaft in this marriage he Ihould be dilhonourd, 

Becaufe hemarriedme before to Romeo! 

I fearc it is, and yet me thinks it Ihould not. 

For he hath ftill beene tried a holy man. 

How ifwhen I am laidinto the T ombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come toredeememe,theresafearefull point : 

Shall I not then be Riffled in the Vault? 

Towhofefoulc mouthnohealthfome ay re breath sin. 

And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes, 
OrifIliue,isitnotvery like, 

The horrible conceit of death andnightj 
Together with the terror of theplace. 

Asm a Vaulte,an ancient receptacle, 

VVherc lor tbefe many hundred y eercs the bones 
Of all my buried Aunceftursare packt. 

Where bloody Tybalt yet but greene in earth. 

Lies feftring in his fhrowd, where as they fay. 

At forne houres in the night, fpirits refort: ^ 

Alacke,alacke, isitnotlikethatl 

So early waking, w hat with loathfome fmels,' 

And Ihrikeslike mandrakes torneout of the earth j 
That liuingmortalls hearing them run mad. 

O if Ivvalke, lhall I not be diflraught, 

Inuironcd with all thefe hidious fearcs, 

K And 
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T bemoB lamentable T rage die 

And madly play with my forefathers iovnts^ 

And P'ucke the mangled Tybalt from his fhrowdc' 

Andm thrs ragr with feme great kmfmans bone 3 
As v\i h a club da h out my defperate braines. * 

0 looke, me thinks I fee my Cozins QhofL 
Seeking out chat did fpit his body ’ 

Vpon a ivapiers poi n t> flay 'Tybalt, flay; 

Rimco, Romeo, Romeo, hercs drinks, I drinke to thee. 

U Enter Laoy o< the hostfe and Nttrfe. 

if' H °} d > tal ^f r clie | c keies,and fetch more fpiccs Nurfe 
N^. 1 hey call for Dates and Quinces in thePaflrie f 
Enter c/d Gapulct* . 

T! C r C T C, °n r, I f ?[ r,f I ir)thefcC o nd Cockc hath crowed 
The Curphew Bchhathroung,tis threea clocks: 

1 ooke to the bakte meates, good Anreltca 

Spare not for co ft* “ * 

Nur t GoyouCot-qUeane,go, 

Get you to bed, faith youlc be fickc to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

a ,P** f^' not * whit, what? I bauewatcht erenow 

All night for lefTecaufe,and nerc bcenc fieke. 

La. I you haue bin a moufe-huntinyour rime 
But I will watch y ou frt mfuch watching now. 

Exit Lady end. Nttrfe. 

Ca. Aiealous hood, a iealoushood.nowfcllow^whatis there- 

Enter three orfoure n>ithjpttsand logs and baskets. 

Eel. Things for the Cooke lit; but 1 know not what. 

Ca, Make hafte, make haftefirra, fetch drier Lo»s, , 
v,all Peter s he willihew thee where they are. 

Eel. lhaueahead fir, that will find out logs, , 

And neuer trouble Peter tor the matter. 

Ct. Mafic and well faid, a merrie horfon, ha, 

Thou /halt beloggerhead; good father tis day. 

Play Mufieke, 

The Countie will be here with mnficke ftraight, , 

F or fo he faid he would, 1 hcare him neere, 

Nurfe, wife, wlut ho, what Nurfe I fay? Enter. 







of Borneo and lulkt. 

Enter Nttrfe . 

Go waken Juliet, go and trim her vp 

JjL, and chat with Parts, hie, maice hafte (lfy, 

! l. hafte the bridegroomcjie is come already, make liafie 

Iwarran.hcrfcc, 

Why Lambs, why Lady, fie y oulluggabed. 

Why Loue 1 fav. Madam, fwcet heart, why Bride. 
Whatnot a word, you take your peni worths now, 

Sleepe for a wecke,ior the next night I wairant 
The Countie Paris hath let vp his reft, 

Thar you fhall reft but little, God forgiue me. 

Marrie and Amen: how found is fhe alleepe: 

Imuft needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 

I, let the Countie takey ou in your bed 

Hecle fright you vp y&ith, will it no t be? . 

V Vhatdreft, and in your clothes, anddownc againe? 

I muft needs wake you, Lady, Lady .Lady . 

Alas, alas, helpe,helpe, my Lady es dead. 

Oh weleaday , that euer 1 was borne. 

Some Aqua-vitae ho, my Lord, my Lady. 

Mo. What noifeis heere? 

N»r. O lamentable day. 

Mo. What is the matter? 

Nur. Looke, looke, oh heauie day. 

Mo, O me, O me, my child, my onely life: 

Reuiuc, looke vp, or 1 will die with thee; 

Helpc, helpe, call helps. , . 

Enter Father. 

Fa. F or fhatnebring lultct forth, her Lord is come: 

Nur. Shees deadideceafl, fhees dead, alacke the day, 

M. Alack the day, fhees dead, thses dead,fhees dead ... 

Fa. Hah let me fee her, out alas fhees cold, 

Her blood is letled and her lpynts are ftifre : 

Life and thefc lips hauelong bene feperated, 

Death lies on her like an vntimely fro ft 
Vpon the fweeteft flower of all the field. 1 
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N ur. O lamentable day. 

Ado. O wotull time. 

Fa. Death that hath tane her hence to make me waile 
Ties vp my tongue and will not let me fpeake. 

Enter Frier and the Count ie. 

Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Churchy 
Fa. Ready to go,butneucr to returne. 

O fonne, the night before thy wedding day. 

Hath death laine with thy wife, there fhe lies. 

Flower as Hie was, deflowred by him. 

Death is my fonne in law,death ismy heire, 

My daughter he hath wedded, I will die. 

And leaue him all life lining, all is deaths; 

Parts. Haue I thought long to fee t his mornings face 
And doth it giue me fuch a fight as this? 

Mo. Accurft,vnhappie, wretched hatcfull day, 
Moft miferable houre that ere time faw 
In lafting labour of his Pilgrimage, 

But onepoore one, one pooreandlouing child, 

But one thing to reioyce and folace in, 

And crnell death hath catchtit from my fight, 

N»r. O wo, O vvofiilljWofull, wofullday, 
Moftlamentable day, moft wofuliday,. 

That euer, ctier„l did yet behold, 

O day, O day, O day, G hatefiillday, 

Neuer wasleenefo blackeaday as this, 
Gwofullday,0 wofull day. 

Farts « Bcguild,diuorced, wronged, fpighted,ftainfj, 
Moft deteftable death;, by thee beguild, 

By cruell, cruell thee, quite ouerthro wne, 

O lone, O life, notlife, butlouein death. 

Fat . Defpifde, diftrefted,' hated, martird, kild,. 
Vncomfortable time, why cam ft thou now. 

To murthcr, murther ourfolemnitie? 

O child, O child, my fouleand not my child,, 
Deadartthou,a?ackemy childisdead. 

And with my child my ioy es are brined,. fH 



of Borneo and lullet; 

Fri peace ho for lhame,confufions,careliuesnot 
In thefe confufions.h eauen and your lelfe 
Had part in this faire maid, now heauen hath all. 

And all the better is it for the maid: 

Your partin her, you could not keepe from death, 
Butheauen keepes his partin eternallhfe: 

T he moft you fought w-as her promotion, 

For twas your heauen Ihefliouldbeaduanft* 

And weepc ye now, feeing fhc is aduanft 

Aboue the Cloudes.ashigh as Heauen ltfelfe. 

O in this loue,you lone your childfo ill, 

T hat you run mad, feeing that ftieis-wellt 
Shees not well married, that liues married long. 

But Iheesbeft married, that dies married yong. 

Drie vp your teares,and ftickeyour Rofemarie 
Onthisfaire Coarfe, and as the cuftomeis. 

And in her beft array beare her to Church:' 

For though lome nature bids vs alUamcnt, 
YetNaturesteares areReafonsmernment,. 

Fa. All things that we ordained feftiuall, 

Turne from their office to blackc F unerall: 

Our inftruments to melancholy bells. 

Our wedding cheare to a fad buriall feaff: 
Ourfolemnehymnesto fullen dyrges change: 

Our Bridall flowers ferue for a buried Coarfe: 

And all things change them to the contrarie. 

Fri. Sir go you in j and Madam, go with him. 
And go fir Paris , euery one prepare 
To follow this fa ire Coarfe vnto her graue: 

The heauens do lowre vpoo you for fome ill: 

Mouc them no more, by crofsing thei r high will. 

Exeunt tmanct* 

Mufi , Faith we may putvp our pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honeft goodfellowes,ah put vp, putvp. 

For well you know, this is apitifullcafe. 

Fid. Iby my troath, the cafe may be amended.' 

- Exeunt omnes. K 3 
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Enter If til Kempe. 

Peter, Mufitipns,oh Mufitions, harts cafe, harts cafe, 

O, and you will haueme line, play hearts cafe. 

F idler. Why harts eaft; 

‘Peter. O Mufitions,becaufe my hart it felfe plaies,my hart 

0 play me feme merrie dimipe to comfort me. (j s f^jjj 

Minjlrtls, Not a d ump we,tis no time to play now, 

Pet, You will not then’ 

Mm- No. 

Pet, I will then giae it ycu foundly. 

Aim. What will you giue vs; 

Pet, No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

1 will giue you the Minftrell. 

Mm, Then will I giue you the Seruing creature. 

Pet, Then will I lay the leruing creatures dagger on your 

pate.I will carie no Crochets, lie re you,ilefa 
You, do you note me? 

Mm. And you re vs, and fa vs, you note vs, 
z CM. Pray you put vp your dagger,and put outyour wit, 
Then haue at you with my wit, • . 

Peter. I w ill drie-bea te v ou with an yron wit, and put vpmy 
Anfweremeiikemen. (yron dagger. 

When griping griefes the hart doth wound, then mufique 
with her filuer found. 

Why filuer found, why mufickewith her filuer found , what 
fay you Simon Catling; 

Mm, Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath afweetfound. 

Pet, Prateft , what fay y ou H ugh Rcbick’ 

2 -M , lfay liluer foundjbecaufc Mnfitions found for filuer. 
Pet. Prateff to,whatfay you lames found pofi; 

3 ,M, F aith I know not what to fay. 

Pet. O I cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 

I will (ay for you ; it ia muficke with her filuerfoundy 
Becaufe Mufitions haue no goldforfounding: 

Then Mufickewith her filuer found yvhh fpeedy hclpedoth 
Icndredrdle, Exit. 

Min • 



of^meo and Iultet. 

dft». What apcffilent knaueis this fame? 

M.z. Hang him lacke , come weelein here , tatne for the 

Mourners, and flay dinner, 

Enter Romeo. 

Re. If Imay rruft the flattering truth of fleepe. 

My dreamesprefagcfomeioyfullnewesat-hand. 

My bofomes L.fits lightly in his throne: 

And all thisday an vnaccuftomd fpirir, 

Lifrsmeabouc the ground withcbeerefull thoughts. 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreame that giues a dead man leaue to thinke, 

And breathd fuch life with kifles in my lips, 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah me, how fwcet is loueit felfe polfeft. 

When but louesfhadowes arefo rich in ioy. 

Enter Romeos man, 

Newes from Verona , how now Bahhazer ? 

Doll thounotbringmeLettersfromthe Frier; 

How doth my Lady, is my Father well? 

How doth my Lady lulietl that I aske againe* 

For nothing can be ill, iffhebewell. 

Man, Then fhe is well, and nothing can be ill* 

Her body fleepes in Capels monument. 

And hcrimmortall part with Angels liues, 

1 faw her laid low in her kindred s vaul t. 

And prcfently tooke poilcto tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefc ill new es. 

Since you did leaueit for tny office Sir.’ 

Ro. Is it euenfb; then Idenie you ftarres, 
Thouknoyvcftmy lodging, get meinkc andpaper. 

And hire poll horfes,l will hence to night, 

Man, I dobefeeeh you fir, haue patience: 

Your lookcsarepaleiand wildland do import 
Some naifaduenture. 

Ro. T ulh thou art deceiud, 

Leaue me, and do the thing 1 bid thee do, . 

Haft 
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Haft tliou no Letters to me from the friers 
Man* No my good Lord, 

Exit' 

Ro* No matter, get thee gone, 

And hy re thofehorfes, lie be with thee ftrai»ht. 
Well luhetj I will lie with thee to night: 

Lets fee for meanes, O mifehiefe thou art fwift, 

1 o enter in the thoughts of defperate men; * 
ldo remember an Appothecarie, 

And here abouts a dwels, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with ouerwhelming bro wes, 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, * 
Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones: 

And in his needielhop a tortoysbung, 

An Allegater ftuft, and other skins 
Of ill fhapte fifties, and about his ihelues, 

A beggerly account of emptic boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftiefeedes,' 
Remnants of packthred, and old cakes of Rofcs 
Were thinly (cattered,to makevpafliew. 

N oting this penury, to my lelfe 1 laid. 

An if aman did need a poyfon now, 
Whofcfaleis prefentdeath in Mantua^ 

Here liues a Caitiffe wretch wojuldfcll it him. 

O this fame thought didbutforcrunmyneed. 

And this fame needie man mull fell it me. 

As 1 remember, this fhould be the houfe, 

Being holy day, the beggers Chop is fhut. 

What ho Appothecarie: 
txippo. Who calls fo lowd? 

Rem, Come hither man, Ifee that thou art poore. 
Hold, there is for tie duckets, let me haue 
A dram of poyfon, f uch ioone fpeeding gcare, 

As will difperfeitfclfe throughallthe veincs, 

That the life-w carie-taker may fall dead, 

Aud that the T run.cke.inay be difehargd of breath. 
As violemly,as haftie powder fierd 



Doth 



df$(omeo and luliet. 

Aadfeareft to die,famine is in thy cheekcs. 

Need and opreflion ftarueth in thy eyes. 

Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backe: 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law, 

The world affoerds no law to make thee rich: 

Then be not poore, but breakeit and take this, 

Vo, My pouerty,but not my will confents. 

Ro. 1 pray thy pouerty andnot thy will. 

Pa, Put this in anyliquidthing you will 
Anddrmke it off, and if you had the ftrength 
Ofcwentv men,it would difpatch you ftraight. 

Ra. There is thy Gold, worte poyfon to mens foules> 

Doing more nmrther in this loat hfome world, 

Then chefe poore compounds that th«u maieftnot fell, 

Ifell thee poyfon,thou haft fold menorte, 

Tare well, buy foode,andget thy fclfe in Hefh, 

ComeCordiall and not poyfon, go with me 
To Mots graue,for there muft I Vfe thee. 

Enter Frier Iohn to Frier Lawrence . 

Job, Holy Franctfcan Frier, brother,ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 

taw, This fame ihold be the voice ofFrier John, 
Welcome from A/<*»r#<*,what fayes Romeai 
Or if his mind be writ,giue me his Letter, 

Job. Going to find a bar efoote brother out. 

One of our order to aflbeiate me. 

Here in this Citic vifiting the ficke. 

And finding him, the Searchers of the townc 
Sufpeftingthat we both were in a houfe. 

Where the infectious peflilence did raigne, 

Seald vp the doo res, and would not let vs forth, 

So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid. 

L law, Wh© 
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Lav?, Who bare m y Letter then Romeo} \ 

John, I could not lend it, here ids againc 
Norgetamiflfengerto bring ic thee. 

So fearei'ull were they oi injfcftion. 

Law. V n ha'pp; eiottune, by my Brotherhood,. 
The Letter was not nice, but full of charge, 

DF dcare import, and the negls dting it, 
Alavdomuch danger * Frier lobn go hence, 

Get meanlron.Grow andhringic iuaight 
VntomyCelL. 

lobn Brother ile go and bring it thee. 

Law. Now mull 1 to the Monument alone. 
Within this three houres willfaire lhltet wake, 
Shee will bcfhrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents*, 

But I will write againe to Mantua, 

And keepe her at my Cell till iffowjiw come, 

Poore liuing Coarfe,clofde in a dead nuns Tombe. 



{Exit. 



{Exit, 



AVer Paris and bis Page. 

Tar. Giue me thy torch b ov, hence and (land aloofe. 

Yet put it out, for 1 would not be feene: 

Vndcr yond young trees lay thee all aiong. 

Holding thy care ciofe to che hollow ground, . 

So fhaiinofoot vpon the Churchyard ticad, 

Being loofe, vnlirme with digging vppf Graues, 

But thou fhalt heaieit, whiffle then to me. 

As fignall that thou heareft feme thing approach, 

Giue metbofe flowers, do as l bidthee,go. 

Pag. 1 am almoft afraid to ftandalone 
Here in the Cburch-y ard, yet I will aduenture,' 

Par, Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed I firevv 
Owoe, thy Canapie is dull and Hones, 

Which with fweet water nighdy 1 will dewe, 

Or wanting that, with tear es difiild by moncs; 

The obfeqyies that I for thee will keepe, . 

N^tly 



of^omeoandluliet, 

Nirhtly Hull be, to ttrewthy graueandweepe* 

° } Whittle Boy. 

The Boy dues waming/omething doth approach, 
What curled foot wanders this w&) to nig if. 

To erode my obfequies and true ioues right? 

What with a torch? muffle me night a while. 

- Enter Romeo and Peter# 

Ro. Giuemethe mattocke and the wrenching Iron* 
Hold take this Lector, early in t he morning 
See thou deim :r it to iny Lor d and Father* 

Giue me the tight ; vpon thylifc leharge thee, 

\Vhat ere thou hearcit or, feel!. Hand all aioote, 

And do notinterrupt me in my courfe, 

YVhy 1 deft end into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behoidhiy Ladies face: . 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 

A precious King : a Ring that l muff vfc. 

In dcare employ meat, therefore hence be gone? 

But if thouiealous loft tecurne to pUC 
In what I farther lhall intend to do, . 

By heaa.cn I will teare thee loy nt bv ioynt. 

And ftrew this hungry Church-yard with thy MW 
The time and my intents are fauage wilde. 

Mure fierce and more inexorablcfarre. 

Then emptieT ygtrs ,or the roaring Tea. 
bPet. I will be gone fir, smdinot trouble you, 

Ro So ihalt thouihew mefrtendihijp>take thou that, 
Liueand be profperous, and farewell good fellow, 
c Pet. For all this fame, ile hide me here about, 

H is lookes I feare, and his intent s I doubt, 

Ro, T hou dcteflable mawe, thou woo? be of deathj 
Gorg’d with the deareftmot lcll of the earth: 

Thus! enforce thy rotten lawes to open. 

And in defpight ile cram thee with more f ood; 

Pa, I lus is t hat banilht haughtie Momtegne , . 
Thatnturdredmy louesCouzui; with which griefe, 

L * 
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[The ntojl lamentable T rageiis 

It is fuppofedthe faire Creature died. 

And here is come to do fome villanous fhame . 

To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him, 

Stop thy vnhaliowcd toyie, vile Momtagttei 
Can vengeance be purfued further then death; 
Condemned villains-, I do apprehend thee. 

Obey and go with me, for thou mull: die, 

Rom, I mu H indeed , an d therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperateman. 

Hie hence and ieaue me, thinke vpon thefe gone, 

I_et them affright thee, 1 befeech thee Youth, 

Put not an other, fin vpon my head,. 

By vrging me to furie, O be gone. 

By heauen 1 loue thee better then my fclf'e. 

Fori come hitherarmdeagainttmyfelfe: 

Stay not, be gone, line, and hereafter fay, 

A mad roans mercy bid thee run away,, 
p a r. 1 do defie thy commifseration. 

And apprehend theefor a Fellonherc. 

Ro. Wdtthau prouokemeithen haue at thee boy,. 

O Lord they fwbt, I will go callthe tit th. 

pari O I am flame, if tho u be mercifull. 

Open the Tontbe, lay me with lultet . 

Rom. In faith 1 will) let me perufe this face, 
(JMercutws kinfinan. Noble Countie Paris, 

What faidmy man, when my betofled foule 
X)id no t attend him as we rode# I thinke 
He told me Paris 0 lould haue married Met, 

Said he not fo# or didl dreame itfo# 

Or am 1 mad, hearing him talke of uliet, . 

To thinke it was )©? O giue me thy hand. 

One, writ with me in fowre misfortunes booke. 
lie burie thee in a triumphant graue. 

A Graue 5 O no, A Lanthornejilaughtred Youth. 

For here lies luliet. and her beautiemakes 

This Vault afeaffingprefencefullof light,. 






°f fRs me0 an ^ 

Death lie thou there by a deadman interd. 

How oft when men areat the point of death, 

Haue they beene merrie? which their Keepers call 
A lightning before death? Oh how may I 
Calf this a lightning; O my Loue, mv wife. 

Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath. 

Hath had no power yet vpon thy beautie: 

Thou artnoteonquerd, beauties enfigne yet 
Is crymfon in thy lips, and in thy cheeks. 

And deaths pale flag is not aduanccd there. 

Tybalt lyeft thou there in thy bloudy flieet; 

O what more fauour can I do to thee. 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine. 

To Dander his that was thine enemie ? 

Forgiue me Couzen. Ah deare Juliet , 

Why art thou yetfo faired I will beleeue. 

Shall 1 beleeue,that vnfubftantiall death is amorous; 
And that the leane abhorred monfter keepeS 
Thee here in darke to be his paramour# 

Forfeareef that,! ftill will ftay with thee, 

And neuer from thispallace of dy to nj ght 
Depart againe, come lie thou in my arme, 

Heers to thy health, where ere thou tumbleftin, 

O true Apporhecaric! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thliswithakifle I die* 
Depart againe yhere, here will Iremaine, 
VVithworroes that are thy ChambermaidesiO here 
Will I let vp my euerlafting refit 
And (hake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres 
From this world-wearied fle fh,ey es looke your lafl: : 
Armes take your laft embrace : And lips, O you 
The doores of breath, feale with a righteous kilTe 
A datelefle bargaine to ingrofsing death: 

Come bitter conduit, come vnlauory guide. 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on " 
Thedaftiing Rocks, thy fea* fickc weary barkc: 
Heer’s to my Loue. O true Appothecary^ 
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T he mofi lamentable Tragedie i 

Thy drugs arc quicke. Thus with a kille I die. 

E-it er Frier with lanthornefirox* and Spade. 

Tn. St Francis be mv fpeed, how oft to night 
Haue my old feet (humbled at graues? Whoes there? 

Man.. Hcrcs one, a friend, and one that knowes you Well. 
Fri. B'ifle bevpon you. Tell me goodmy friend 
What torch isyond that vainely lends his light 
To grubs and eyeleflc fculles as Idifcerne, 

It burneth in the fapels monument. 

Ctean. It doth fo holy fir,&theres my mailer, one that you 
Frt. Who is it; (l 0 ue, 

CMan. Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he bin there.; 

Alan. F ull halfe an houre. 

Fri, Go with me to the Vault, 

Alan. I dare not Sir. 

My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence. 

And r carefully did menace me with death. 

If I did ttay to looke on his entents. 

Fri. Stay, then ile go alone, fearc comes vpon me. 

0 much I feare fomc ill vnluckie thing. 

Cftfan. As I did llecpevndei this young tree here, 

1 dreamt my matter and another fought. 

And that my matter flew him. 

Fri. Romeo , 

Alackealacke, whatbloudis this which ftaineJ 
The ftony entrant e of this Sepulchre? 

What rreane thefe niafterlclfe and goariefwords 
To liedifcolouf dby this place of peace ? 

Romeo , oh pale : who eife, w hit Pans too; 

And ttceptin bioodi ah whatan vnkindhourg 
Is guiltieof this lamentable chance? 

The Lady ftirs, 

lult. O comfortable Frier, where is my Lord? 

Ido remember well where I fhould be: 

A nd there I am .where is my Romeo* 

Fri. lhearefomenqyfeLady,<.ojiiefrOmthatneft Of 



of^omeo and luliet. 

Of de*th,contagion, and rnnaturall fleepe; 

A treater power I hen we can oontradi<tt 
Hafb thwarted'our entents, come, come away, 

Thy husband in thy bofome there Les dead: 

An l Paris too, come ilc difpofeof thee. 

Among a Sifterhood of h -ly Nunncs: 

Stay not to queftion, for the watch is comming, 

Come, go good lultet, I dare no longer ttay. Exit 

lttlt. Go get thee hence, for 1 will no f away', 

Whats here; a cup clofdinmy trucioucs hand? 
Poyfonifechath bin his timdelTeend: 

O churle, drinlC6;all, and left no friendly drop 
To hope me after, I will kille thy lips, : 

FLpplic fome poylon y ct doth hang on them, 

To make me die with a reftoratiue. 

Thy lips are warrae. 

Easter Hoy and Watch. 

Watch. Leade boy, which way; 

luli. Yea noife? then ile be briefe. Q happy dagger. 

Ti s is thy ("heath, -.there rutt and let me die . ( burne. 

Watch hoy, Tnisis the place , there where the torch doth 
Watch. The ground is blood/,iearchaboutthechurchyard. 
Go fome of yon, who ere you find attach. 

P.ttifuil fight, here lies the Countie (lame. 

And luhst bleeding, warrpe, and newly’ dead: 

Who here hath laine thefe two dayes buried. 

Go tell the prince, runne to the C applets. 

Raife vp die Mount ague fome others fearch , 

VVe fee the ground whereon thefe woes do lye. 

But the true grow nd of all thefe piteous woes. 

We cannot vvithoutcircumftance defery . 

Enter Romeos man. 

Watch. Here$.R0»»<70/man, we found him in the Churchyard. - 
Chtefe watch. Hold him in fafetie.till the Priuce come hither. 

Enter Ft ter ,and another Watchman, 

3 .Watch. Here is a F rier that trembles, fighes,and weepes. 

We 
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T be mofl lamentab le Tra gedle 

We tooke this Matt ocke and this fpade from him 
As he was tommingfrom this Church-yard fide, * 

Chief ,fV a/c/a. A great fufpi cion, flay the Frie'rtoo,too.' 
Enter the Prince. 

Prin . What mifadueiitureisfo early vp, 

That calls our perfon from our morning reft? 

Enter Cape It, 

Ca What Ihould it be that they fo fhrike abroad# 

Wife. O the people in the ifrectecrie Arasfi?, 

Some Iuhet, and fome Parity and all runne 
With open outcry to ward our Monument. 

Pr. Whatfearcisthxs which ftartles in your cares? 

Watch , Soueraigne,here lies the Countie Atrw flaine, 
And Romeo deadband lnltet dead before* 

V Varrne and new kiid* 

Ppm , Search, feeke Sc know how this foule murder comes, 
Wat. Here is a Frier, and Slaus^hterd AwKwman, 

With Inftrumentsvpon them at toopen 
Thefc- dead mens Tombes. 

Enter Capttlet aneihisWifu 

Ca. O heauen ! O wife lookc how our daughter blcedcS! 
This dagger hath miftanc,forloehishoufe 
Is cm pty on the backe of Aiountague, 

And is mifheath’d in my daughters bofome. 

Wi. O me,this fight of death,is as a Bell 
That warnes my old age to a fepulchcr. 

Enter L Mountaffte. 

P ri. Com e Momtagitefo r thou art early vp 
To fee thy fonne and heire,now early downe. 

Mom . Alas my liege,my wifeis dead to night, 

Griefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath, 

V Vhat further woe confpires againft my age? 

Prin » Lookeandthouihaltfee. 

Moun, Othou vntaught,what manners is in this. 

To prefle before thy f ather to a graue? 
pri. Seale vp the mouth ofoutragefora while* 

1 id we can clears thefe ambiguities, 



An \ 



ofd^omeo and Juliet: 

And know their fpring, their head their trueclefcent. 
And then will I be generallof your woes, 

And lead you euen to death ,meane time forbeare. 

And let mifchance beflaue to patience, 

Brin°- forth the parties of fufpition, 

Pri. I ant the greateft able to doe lead, 
Yetmoftfufpeftedas the time and place 
Dcrthmake againft me of this direful! murther: 
Andhearel ftand both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condemned,and myfelfc cxcufde. 

Prin , Then fay at once what thou doft know in this? 

Trier. 1 will bee briefe for my fhort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale, 

Romeo there dead, was husband to that laliet^ 

And Ihe there dead, thars Romeos faithfull wife* 

I married them, and their Itolne marriage day 
Was ZS&i&rdoomefday, whole vntimely death 
Bani (lit the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie, 
For whom, and not for Tibalt^Inliet pin d. 

You,to remoue tha t ftege of griefe fro m her 
Betroth’d and would liaue married her perforce 
To County Paris . Then comes ihe to me. 

And with wild lookes bidmedeuife fomerneanej 
To rid her from this fccond marriage: 

Or in my Cell there would Ihekill her felfe. 

Then gaue I her(fo tuterd by my art) 
Aflecpmgpotion,whichfo tooke effefl 
As Iintcnaedjfor itwroughtonher 
The forme of death, meane time I writ to Romes 
T hat he Ihould hither come as this dire night 
To help to take her from her borrowed graue. 

Being the time the potionsforce Ihould ceafe. 

But he which bore my ietter,Frier John, 

Was ftayed by accident,and yefternight 
Returned my letter back,then all alone 
At the prefixed hower of her waking, 
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T l Ml I. II . -iFO 3 . ■ ■ — 

‘TkemoH UmnubkX ragedfc 

Came I to take her from her kindreds Vault, 
jVlenning to keepe her clofely at my Cell, 

Till Iconuemcntly could fend to Romeo. 

But when 1 came feme minute ere the time 
Of her awaking, here vntimely lay, 

1 he noble Parts jn.duue Romeo dead. 

She wakes, and lentreated her come forth 
A nd beare this.w'orke of heauen with patience: 

£ ut. then a noife didfeare me from the Tom be, , 

And flic too defperate would not goe with me: 

But as i t fcemcs,did violence on her felfe. 

All this 1 know, and to the marriage her Nurfe is priuier 
And if ought in this mifearied by my fault, 

Let my old life be facrific’d fomehoure before the time, , 

V nto the rigour of feuereft law- 

Prm, VVc (fill haue knowne thee for a holy man* 

V V hers Romeos man?what can he fay to this? 

Balth, 1 brought my Matter newes of Juliets death,. 

And then m poll he came from Mantua, 

To this fame place. To this fame monument 
This letter he early bid me giuehisFather. 

A nd threatned me with death, going in the Vault,,, 

If I departed nor,and leaft him there. 

Pm.Giue me the Letter Iwilllookeen it. 

Where is the Counties Page that raifd the VVatchr 
Sirrah what made your mailer in this place? 

Boy. He came with flowers to ftrew his Ladies graucy 
And bid meflandaloofe,andfo I did, 

Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 

And by and bymymaifterdrew on him, 

And then I ran awaytocall thewatch. 

Prm This Lettcr doth make good the friers words,- 
T heir courfe of Loue the tidings of her death, 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poore Pothecarie, and there withall, 

Cametothis Vault, todieandlye wi thluheti 

Where be thefe enemies : Capulet, CMountaguei Sec 
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of^omeo and Juliet. 

Seewhat afeourgeis iaidevponyour hate* _ 

That heauen finds means to kilyour ioyes with loue 9 
And I for winking at your difeords too, 

Haueloft a brale of kinfmen, all are punilht. 

Cap, O’ brother Mount ague, giue me thy hand, 
Thisismy daugbtersioynture, for no more 
Can Idemaund. 

Moun. But I can giue thee more, 

For 1 will rare her llatue in pure gold. 

That whiles 'iferom by that nameis knownc, 

There feall no figure at that rate be fet, 

As that of true and faithfull Juliet. 

Cap. As rich lhall Romeoshy las- Ladies lie, 

Poore lacrifices of our enmitie. _ .... 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with itbringsj. 
The Sun for borrow will not fnew his head: 

Go hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things 
Somcfhallbepardoned, andfoinepuniihed. 

For neuerwas a ftorie of morewoe. 

Then this of ItUiet and her Romeo a 
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